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*^  Fslix  ille,  quern,  femotum  longe  €  ftrepitu  et  popu- 
laribus  undis,  interdum  molli  rus  accipit  umbra!" 

Rap  IN. 
''  Silveilrem  tenui  mufara  meditabor  avena." 


Vol.  LXIX,  B 


A  CARD 

FROM        THE 

AUTHOR, 

T   O 

DAVID      GARRICK,      Esq^ 

73  E  M  O  T  E  N  E  S  S  offituation,  mid  fome  other  cir- 
-*' *-  cumjiances^  ha^ve  hitherto  depri'ved  the  Author  of  that 
happinejs  he  might  recein^e  from  feeing  Mr.  Garrick. 

'7/V  the  univerfal  regard  his  charaSIer  commands^  occa- 
fo?is  this  addrefs. 

It  may  he  thought  hy  ?nany^  [at  a  'vijit  fo  abrupt  as  this 
is)  that fomething  highly  complimentary  Jhoidd  be  faid  on  the 
part  of  the  intruder;  but  according  to  the  ideas  the  Author 
has  concei-ued  of  Mr.  Garrick'j  delicacy  and  good  fe'/fe, 
a  fingle  period  in  the  garb  of  flattery  nuould  certairdy  offend 
him. 

He  therefore  takes  his  league; — and  after  ha-Stng  ftept 
[perhaps  a  little  too  fornjoard)  to  offer  his  tribute  of  efeem, 
refpedfully  retires, 

NEWCASTLE, 
AUG.    I77I. 


[    5    3 


D 


PASTORAL. 

«« Carpe  diem."  Hor. 

MORNING. 

I. 

T  N  the  barn  the  tenant  Cock, 

-■-     Clofe  to  Partlet  perch'd  on  high, 

Brilkly  crows,  (the  fhepherd's  clock!) 

Jocund  that  the  morning's  nigh, 
II. 
Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow. 

Shadows,  nurs'd  by  night,  retire : 
And  the  peeping  fun-beam,  now. 

Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire. 
III. 
Philomel  forfakes  the  thorn. 

Plaintive  where  fhe  prates  at  night; 
And  the  Lark,  to  meet  the  morn. 

Soars  beyond  the  fhepherd's  fight. 

B  3  From 


)        CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

IV. 

From  the  low-roof 'd  cottage  ridge. 

See  the  chatt'ring  Swallow  fpring ; 
Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge. 

Quick  fhc  dips  her  dappled  wing. 
V. 
Now  the  pine-tree's  waving  top 

Gently  greets  the  morning  gale  : 
Kidlings,  now,  begin  to  crop 

Daifies,  in  the  dewey  dale. 
VI. 
From  the  balmy  fweets,  uncloy'd, 

(Reillefs  'till  her  talk  be  done) 
Now  the  bufy  bee's  employ'd 

Sipping  dew  before  the  fun. 

VII. 

Trickling  through  the  crevic'd  rock. 

Where  the  limpid  ftream  diftills. 
Sweet  refrcfhment  waits  the  flock 

When  'tis  fun-drove  from  the  hills. 

VIII. 

Colin,  for  the  promis'd  corn 

(Ere  the  harveft  hopes  are  ripe) 
Anxious,  hears  the  huntfman's  horn. 

Boldly  founding,  drown  his  pipe. 
IX. 
Sweet, — O  fweet,  the  warbling  throng. 

On  the  white  embloffom'd  fpray  1 
Nature's  univerfal  fong 

Echoes  to  the  rifmg  day. 

N  O  O  N. 


NOON. 


FERVID  on  the  glitt'ring  flood. 
Now  the  noon-tide  radiance  glows : 
Dropping  o'er  its  infant  bud. 
Not  a  dew-drop's  left  the  rofe. 
XI. 
By  the  brook  the  fhepherd  dines ; 
From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 
Shelter'd,  by  the  branching  pines. 
Pendent  o'er  his  graffy  feat. 
XII, 
Now  the  flock  forfakes  the  glade. 

Where,  uncheck'd,  the  fun-beams  fail ; 
Sure  to  find  a  pleafing  Ihade 
By  the  ivy'd  abby  wall. 
XIII. 
Echo  in  her  airy  round. 

O'er  the  river^  rock  and  hill. 
Cannot  catch  a  fingle  found. 
Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill. 
XIV. 
Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland. 

Where  the  ilreamiet  wanders  cool ; 
Or  with  languid  filence  {land 
Midway  in  the  marfhy  pool. 

B4.  But 
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XV. 
But  from  mountain,  dell,  or  flream. 

Not  a  flutt'ring  zephyr  fprings : 
Fearful  left  the  noon-tide  beam 

Scorch  its  foft,  its  filken  wings. 
XVI. 
Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  ftir. 

Nature's  lull'd — ferene — and  ftill ! 
Quiet  e'en  the  fhepherd's  cur, 

Sleeping  on  the  heath-clad  hill. 
XVII. 
Languid  is  the  landfcape  round, 

'Till  the  frefh  defcending  fhovver. 
Grateful  to  the  thirfty  ground, 

Raifes  ev'ry  fainting  flower, 
XVIII. 
Now  the  hill — the  hedge — is  green. 

Now  the  warblers'  throats  in  tune! 
Blithforae  is  the  verdant  fcene, 

Brighten'd  by  the  beams  of  Noon  I 


EVEN. 


Y. 


EVENING. 

XIX. 

O'  E  R  the  heath  the  heifer  ftravs 
Free; — (the  furrow'd  tafii  is  donef 
Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Burniih'd  by  the  fetting  fun. 
XX. 
Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill. 
Sinking  from  a  golden  fky : 
Can  the  pencil's  mimic  Ikill, 
Copy  the  refulgent  dye  ? 
XXI. 
Trudging  as  the  plowmen  go, 

(To  the  fmoaking  hamlet  bound) 
Giant-like  their  fnadows  grow, 
Lengthen'd  o'er  the  level  ground. 
XXII. 
Where  the  rifmg  foreft  fpreads. 
Shelter  for  the  lordly  dome ! 
To  their  high-built  airy  beds. 
See  the  rooks  returning  home! 
XXIII. 
As  the  Lark  with  vary'd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud  ; 
Mark  the  mild  refplendent  moon. 
Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud ! 


Now 
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XXIV. 
Now  the  hermit  Hovvlet  peeps 

From  the  bam,  or  tvvified  brake  : 
And  the  blue  mift  flowly  creeps, 

Curlins:  on  the  filver  lake. 
XXV. 
As  the  Trout  in  fpeckled  pride, 

Playfal  from  its  bofom  fprings ; 
To  the  banks,  a  rufHed  tide 

Verges  in  fuccelTive  rings. 
XXVI. 
Tripping  through  the  filken  grafs. 

O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 
Mark  the  rofe-complexion'd  lafs. 

With  her  well-pois'd  milking  pail. 
XXVII. 
Linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notes. 

And  the  Cuckow  bird  with  two. 
Tuning  fweet  their  mellov/  throats. 

Bid  the  fetting  fun  adieu. 


THE 


-   [  II  ] 

THE 

CONTEMPLATIST 

A 

NIGHT  PIECE. 


*'  Nox  erat — 

**  Cum  tacet  omnis  ager,  pecudes,  pidbeque  volucres 


TH  E  Queen  of  Con t e  m p  l  a t i  o n.  Night, 
Begins  her  balmy  reign  ; 
Advancing  in  their  varied  light 
Her  filver-vefled  train. 
II. 
'Tis  ftrange,  the  many  marfhal'd  ftars. 

That  ride  yon  facred  round. 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 
A  filence  fo  profound! 
^III. 
A  kind,  a  philofophic  calm. 
The  cool  creation  wears! 
And  what  Day  drank  of  dewey  balm. 
The  gentle-Night  repairs. 

Behind 
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IV. 

Behind  their  leafy  curtains  hid. 

The  feather 'd  race  how  ftill! 
How  quiet  now  the  gamefome  kid. 

That  gambol'd  round  the  hili! 
V. 
The  fweets,  that  bending  o'er  their  banks. 

From  fultry  Day  declin'd. 
Revive  in  little  velvet  ranks. 

And  fcent  the  wedern  wind. 
VI. 
The  Moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire. 
Appears  amongft  the  tufted  trees, 

A  Phoenix  neft  on  fire. 

VII. 

But  foft — the  golden  glow  fubUdes! 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high! 
And  now,  in  filver'd  pomp,  fne  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  iky ! 
VIII. 
Where  Time,  upon  the  wither'd  tree 

Hath  carv'd  the  moral  chair, 
I  fit,  from  bufy  pafTions  free. 

And  breathe  the  placid  air. 
IX. 
The  wither'd  tree  was  once  in  prime; 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  Iky! 
Thus,  at  the  touch  of  ruthlefs  Time, 

Shall  Youth  and  Vigour  die. 
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X. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe  : 

It  glows  ferenely  gay ! 
Come,  Science,  by  my  iide,  advance. 

We'll  fearch  the  Milky  Way. 
XI. 
Let  us  defcend — The  daring  fiight 

Fatigues  my  feeble  mind  ; 
And  Science,  in  the  maze  of  light. 

Is  impotent  and  blind. 
XII, 
What  are  thofe  wild,  thofe  wand'ring  fires. 

That  o'er  the  moorland  ran  ? 
Vapours. How  like  the  vague  deGres 

That  cheat  the  heart  of  Man  ! 
XIII. 
But  there's  a  friendly  guide! a  flame. 

That  lambent  o'er  its  bed. 
Enlivens,  v.ith  a  gladfome  beam. 

The  hermit's  ofier  fhed. 
XiV. 
Amon^  the  ruiTet  fnades  of  ni^ht. 

It  glances  from  afar ! 
And  darts  along  the  dulkj  fo  bright. 

It  feems  a  filver  ftar ! 

XV. 
In  coverts,  (where  the  fev.-  frequent) 

If  Virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
'Tis  thus,  the  little  lamp,  Content, 

Gives  lufire  to  her  cell.     ' 

How 
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XVI. 

How  fmooth  that  rapid  river  Aides 

ProgreiTive  to  the  deep  ! 
The  Poppies,  pendent  o'er  its  fides. 

Have  charm'd  the  waves  to  lleep. 

XVII. 
Pleasure's  intoxicated  fons! 

Ye  indolent!  ye  gay  ! 
Refleft for  as  the  river  runs. 

Life  v/ings  its  tra<ftlefs  way. 
XVIII. 
That  branching  grove  of  duiky  green 

Conceals  the  azure  Iky  ; 
Save,  where  a  ftarry  fpace  between. 

Relieves  the  darkened  eye. 

XIX. 
Old  Error,  thus,  with  (liades  impure. 

Throws  facred  Truth  behind  : 
Yet  fomctimes,  through  the  deep  obfcure. 

She  burils  upon  the  mind. 
XX. 
Sleep,  and  her  fidcr  Silence  reign. 

They  lock  the  Shepherd's  fold  ! 
But  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 

^Tis  loft  upon  the  wold! 
XXI. 
To  favage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey. 

An  unrefifting  prize! 
For  having  trod  a  devious  way. 

The  little  rambler  dies. 


As 
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XXII. 
As  lucklcfs  is  the  Virgin's  lot. 
Whom  pleafure  once  mlfguides  : 
When  hurried  from  the  halcion  cot. 

Where  Innocence  prefides 

XXIII. 
The  pafTions,  a  relentlefs  train ! 

To  tear  the  victim  run  : 
She  feek5  the  paths  of  peace  in  vain. 

Is  conquer'd and  undone. 

XXiV. 
Ko%v  bright  the  little  infeds  blaze. 

Where  willows  (hade  the  way; 
As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays 
Could  emulate  the  Day! 
XXV. 
'Tis  thus,  the  pigmy  fons  of  pov/'r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 
Thus,  glitter  in  the  darkened  hour. 
And  like  the  glovz-worms  fade  ! 
XXVI. 
The  foft  ferenity  of  night. 
Ungentle  clouds  deform ! 
The  filver  hoft  that  fhone  fo  brio;ht. 
Is  hid  behind  a  ftorm  ! 

XXVII. 
The  angry  elements  engage ! 

An  oak,  (an  ivied  bovvCr!) 
Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  rage. 
And  (hields  me  from  the  Ihower. 

The 
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XXVIII. 
The  rancour,  thus,  of  rufliing  fate, 

I've  learnt  to  render  vain  : 
For  whilft  Integrity's  her  feat. 

The  foul  will  fit  ferene. 

XXIX. 
A  raven,  from  fome  greedy  vault, 

Amidft  that  cloifter'd  gloom. 
Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folemn  thought  I 

Refledl  upon  the  tomb. 

XXX. 
The  tomb! The  confecrated  dome  ! 

The  temple  rais'd  to  Peace  ! 
The  port,  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race! 
XXXI. 
Yon  village,  to  the  moral  mind, 

A  folemn  afpecl  wears ; 
Where  ileep  hath  lull'd  the  labour'd  hind. 

And  kill'd  his  daily  cares : 
XXXII. 
'Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  Night; 

An  emblematic  bed ! 
That  offers  to  the  mental  fight. 

The  temporary  dead. 

XXXIII. 
From  hence,  I'll  penetrate,  in  thought. 

The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep; 
And  tutor'd,  hence,  be  timely  taught. 

To  meet  my  final  fleep. 


'Tis 
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XXXIV. 
*Tis  peace (The  little  chaos  paft!) 

The  gracious  moon  reftor'd! 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blafl-. 

That  through  the  foreft  roar'd ! 
XXXV. 
The  Nightingale,  a  welcome  gueft ! 

Renews  her  gentle  ftrains ; 
And  Hope,  (juft  wand'ring  from  my  breafl) 

Her  wonted  feat  regains. 
XXXVI. 
Yes \Vb.en  yon  lucid  orb  is  dark. 

And  darting  from  on  high ; 
My  foul,  a  more  celeftial  fpark. 

Shall  keep  her  native  Iky. 
XXXVII. 
Fann'd  by  the  light — the  lenient  breeze. 

My  limbs  refrefhment  find  ; 
And  moral  rhapfodies,  like  thefe. 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind. 


Vol.  LXIX,  C  THE 
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THE 


THRUSH        AND        PYE: 


A  TALE. 


CONCEALED  within  an  hawthorn  bufh. 
We're  told,  that  an  experienc'd  Thrulh 
Inftrufted,  in  the  prime  of  fpring. 
Many  a  neighbouring  bird  to  fing. 
She  caroll'd,  and  her  various  fong 
Gave  leffons  to  the  lift'ning  throng : 
But  (the  entangling  boughs  between) 
Twas  her  delight  to  teach  unfeen. 

At  length,  the  little  wond'ring  race 
Would  fee  their  fav'rite  face  to  face;       • 
They  thought  it  hard  to  be  deny'd. 
And  begg'd  that  (he'd  no  longer  hide. 
O'er-modeft,  worth's  peculiar  fault. 
Another  ihade  the  tut'refs  fought ; 
And  loth  to  be  too  much  admir'd. 
In  fecret  from  the  bufli  retir'd. 


An 
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An  impudent,  prefuming  Pye, 
Malicious,  ignorant,  and  iiy. 
Stole  to  the  matron's  vacant  feat. 
And  in  her  arrogance  elate, 
Rufh'd  forward — with — "  My  friends,  you  fee 
"  The  miftrefs  of  the  choir  in  me  : 
"  Here,  be  your  due  devotion  paid, 
**  I  am  the  fongftrefs  of  the  fhade.'* 

A  Linnet,  that  fat  lift'ning  nigh. 
Made  the  impoftor  this  reply  : 
*'  I  fancy,  friend,  that  vulgar  throats 
*«  Were  never  form'd  for  warbling  notes : 
**  But  if  thefe  lelTons  came  from  you, 
**  Repeat  them  in  the  public  view; 
«*  That  your  affertions  rmy,  be  clear, 
**  Let  us  behold  as  well  as  hear." 

The  length'ning  fong,  the  foft'ning  ftrain. 
Our  chatt'ring  Pye  attempts  in  vain. 
For  to  the  fool's  eternal  fhame. 
All  fhe  could  compafs  was  a./cream. 

The  birds,  enrag'd,  around  her  fly. 
Nor  fhelter  nor  defence  is  nigh  : 

The  caitiff  wretch,  diftrefs'd — forlorn! 
On  every  fide  is  peck'd  and  torn! 
'Till  for  her  vile,  atrocious  lies. 
Under  their  ano;ry  beaks  {he  dies. 


o" 


C  2  Such 
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Such  be  his  fate,  whofe  fcoundrel  claim 
Obtrudes  upon  a  neighbour's  fame. 

Friend  E n*,  the  tale  apply. 

You  are — yourfelf — the  chatt'ring  Pyc : 
Repent,  and  with  a  confcious  blufh. 
Go  make  atonement  to  the  Thrufti  f . 


M        O        N 


A  PASTORAL. 

PA  LEMON,  feated  by  his  favorite  maid. 
The  fylvan  fcenes,  with  extafy,  furvey'd ; 
Nothing  could  make  the  fond  Alexis  gay. 
For  Daphne  had  been  abfent  half  the  day  : 
Dar'd  by  Palemon  for  a  paftoral  prize, 
Reludant,  in  his  turn,  Alexis  tries, 

PALEMON. 

This  breeze  by  the  river  how  charming  and  foft! 

How  fmooth  the  grafs  carpet!  how  green! 
Sweet,  fweet  fmgs  the  lark !  as  he  carols  aloft. 

His  mufic  enlivens  the  fcene! 

*  A  Y— ihire  Bookfeller,  who  pirated  an  edition  of  the  Pleajing 
JvJiruEior% 

f  The  Compiler,  and  reputed  Authorefs  of  the  Original  Eflays 
in  that  book. 

A  thou- 
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A  thoufand  frelh  flow'rets  unufually  gay 

The  fields  and  the  forefts  adorn ; 
I  pluck'd  me  fome  rofes,  the  children  of  May, 

And  could  not  find  one  with  a  thorn, 

ALEXIS. 

The  Ikies  are  quite  clouded,  too  bold  is  the  breeze. 

Dull  vapours  defcend  on  the  plain; 
The  verdure's  all  blafted  that  cover'd  yon  trees. 

The  birds  cannot  compafs  a  fi:rain  : 
In  fearch  for  a  chaplet  my  temples  to  bind. 

All  day  as  I  filently  rove, 
I  can't  find  a  flow'ret  (not  one  to  my  mind) 

In  meadow,  in  garden,  or  grove. 

p  A  L   E    M  o   N. 

I  ne'er  faw  the  hedge  in  fuch  excellent  bloom. 

The  lambkins  fo  wantonl}-  gay; 
My  cows  feem  to  breathe  a  more  pleafing  perfume 

And  brighter  than  common  the  day  : 
If  any  dull  {hepherd  fhould  foolilhly  alk. 

So  rich  why  the  landfcapes  appear  ? 
To  give  a  right  anfwer,  how  eafy  my  talk ! 

Becaufe  my  fweet  Phillida's  here. 

ALEXIS. 

Tiie  ftrcam  that  fo  muddy  moves  flowly  along. 

Once  roll'd  in  a  beautiful  tide; 
It  feem'd  o'er  the  pebbles  to  murmur  a  fong. 

But  Daphne  fat  then  by  my  fide, 

C  3  See, 
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See,  fee  the  lov'd  maid,  o'er  the  meadows  fhe  hies. 

Quite  altered  already  the  fcene ! 
How  limpid  the  ftream  is  1  how  gay  the  blue  Ikies  I 

The  hills  and  the  hedges  how  green ! 


THE 


HAWTHORN      BOWER. 


PALEMON,  in  the  hawthorn  bower. 
With  fond  impatience  lay; 
He  counted  every  anxious  hour 

That  ftretch'd  the  tedious  day. 
The  rofy  dawn,  Paftora  nam'd. 

And  vow'd  that  Ihc'd  be  kind; 
But  ah !  the  fetting  fun  proclaim'd 
That  women's  vows  are — wind. 

II. 
The  fickle  fex,  the  boy  defy'd  ; 

And  fwore,  in  terms  prophane. 
That  Beauty  in  her  brighteft  pride 

Might  fue  to  him  in  vain. 
When  Delia  from  the  neighb'ring  glade 

Appear'd  in  all  her  charms. 
Each  angry  vow  Palemon  made 

Was  loft  in  Delia's  arms. 

Th€ 
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III. 

The  Lovers  had  not  long  reclin'd 

Before  Paftora  came  : 
I.iconftancy,  Cae  cry'd,  I  find 

In  every  heart's  the  fame ; 
For  young  Alexis  figh'd  and  preft. 

With  fuch  bewitching  power, 
I  quite  forgot  the  wifhing  gueft 

That  waited  in  the  bower. 


THE 


ANT    AND     CATERPILLAR: 


AS  an  Ant,  of  his  talents  fuperiourly  vain. 
Was  trotting,  with  ccnfequence,  over  the  plain, 
A  Worm,  in  his  progrefs  remarkably  flow, 

Cry'd *'  Blefs  your  good  worfhip  wherever  you  go,* 

*'  I  hope  your  great  mightinefs  won't  take  it  ill, 
"  I  pay  my  refpeds  with  an  hearty  good-will.'* 
W^ith  a  look  of  contempt  and  impertinent  pride, 
**  Begone,  you  vile  reptile,"  his  Antjkip  replied; 
*f  Go — go  and  lament  your  contemptiole  Hate, 

**  But  firfl: look  at  me         fee  my  limbs  how  com- 

"  plete; 

C  4  I  guide 
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"  I  guide  all  my  motions  with  freedom  and  eafe, 

*«  Run  backward  and  forward,  and  turn  when  I  pleafe: 

«'  Of  nature  (grown  weary)  you  fhocking  eflay ! 

*'  I  fpurn  you  thus  from  me  ■    •crawl  out  of  my  way." 

The  reptile  infulted,  and  vext  to  the  foul. 
Crept  onwards,  and  hid  himfelfclofe  in  his  holej 
But  nature,  determin'd  to  end  his  diilrefs. 
Soon  fent  him  abroad  in  a  Butterfly's  drefs. 

Ere  long  the  proud  Ant,  as  repafiing  the  road, 
(Fatigu'd  from  the  harvefl,  and  tugging  his  load) 
The  beau  on  a  violet  bank  he  beheld, 
Whofe  vefture,  in  glory,  a  monarch's  excell'd  ; 
His  plumage  expanded — 'twas  rare  to  behold 
So  lovely  a  mixture  of  purple  and  gold. 

The  Ant  quite  ainaz'd  at  a  figure  fo  gay, 
Bow'd  low  with  refpecl,  and  was  trudging  away. 

"  Stop,  friend,"  fays  the  Butteriiy "  don't  be  fur- 

"  priz'd, 
*'  I  once  was  the  reptile  you  fpurn'd  and  defpis'd; 
**  But  now  I  can  mount,  in  the  fun-beams  I  play, 
**  While  you  muft,  for  ever,  drudge  on  in  your  way." 

M  O  R^A  L. 

A  wretch,  though  to-day  he's  o'er-loaded  with  forrow. 
May  foar  above  thofe  that  opprefs'd  him to-morrow. 


P  H  I  L  L  I  S 
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H 


PASTORAL       BALLAD. 


I  Said, — on  the  banks  by  the  ftream, 
I've  pip'd  for  the  (hepherds  too  long 
Oh  grant  mz,  ye  Mufes,  a  theme. 

Where  glory  may  brighten  my  fong! 
But  Pan  "  bade  me  Hick  to  my  ftrain. 

Nor  leffons  too  lofty  rehearfe; 
Ambition  befits  not  a  fv.ain. 

And  Phil  LIS  loves  paf:oral  verfe, 

II. 
The  rofe,  tho'  a  beautiful  red. 

Looks  faded  to  Phillis's  bloom; 
And  the  breeze  from  the  bean-f  ov/er  bed 

To  her  breath's  but  a  feeble  perfume : 
The  dew-drop  fo  limpid  and  gay. 

That  loofe  on  the  violet  lies, 
Tho'  brighten'd  by  Phoebus's  ray. 

Wants  luilre,  com  par 'd  to  her  eyes. 


*  The  Author  intends  the  charafler  of  Pan  for  the  late  Mr. 
She N STONE,  who  favoured  him  with  a  letter  or  two,  advlfing 
h'm  to  proceed  in  the  Paftoral  manner. 

A  liily 
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III. 
A  lilly  I  pluck'd  in  full  pride. 

Its  freflmefs  with  her's  to  compare; 
And  foolilhly  thought  ('till  I  try'd) 

The  flow'ret  was  equally  fair. 
How,  CoRYDON,  could  you  miilake? 

Your  fault  be  with  forrow  confeft. 
You  faid  the  white  fwans  on  the  lake 

For  foftnefs  might  rival  her  breall. 

IV. 

Vy'hile  thus  I  went  on  in  her  praife. 

My  Phil  LIS  pafs'd  fportive  along: 
Ye  poets,  I  covet  no  bays. 

She  fmil'd, a  reward  for  my  fongi 

1  find  the  God  Pan's  in  the  right. 

No  fame's  like  the  fair  ones'  applaufe! 
And  Cupid  muft  crown  with  delight 

The  fhepherd  that  fmgs  in  his  caufe. 


POMONA 
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O  M  O  N 


PASTORAL. 


CYBER     BILL    BEINC,    PASSED. 


T^ROM  orchards  of  ample  extent, 
-*-  Pomona's  compell'd  to  depart; 
And  thus,  as  in  anguifh  fhe  went. 

The  Goddefs  unburthen'd  her  heart: 
II. 
*'  To  flourifh  where  Liberty  reigns, 

"  Was  all  my  fond  vviHies  requir'd ; 
*'  And  here  I  agreed  with  the  fwains 

•'  To  live  'till  their  freedom  expir'd. 
III. 
**  Of  late  you  have  number'd  my  trees, 

♦*  And  threaten'd  to  limit  my  ftore  : 
"  Alas — from  fuch  maxims  as  thefe, 

**  I  fear  that  your  freedom's  no  more. 

IV. 

**  My  flight  will  be  fatal  to  May  : 

*'  For  how  can  her  gardens  be  fine  : 
*'  The  bloffoms  are  doom'd  to  decay, 

"  (The  blolfoms,  I  mean^  that  were  mine.) 

*«  Rich 
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V. 

*'  Rich  Autumn  remembers  me  well : 
**  My  fruitage  was  fair  to  behold ! 

*'  My  pears — how  I  ripen'd  their  fwell! 
"  My  pippins! — were  pippins  of  gold! 

VI. 
''  Let  Ceres  drudge  on  with  her  ploughs ! 

**  She  droops  as  flie  furrows  the  foil; 
«^  A  nedar  I  Ihake  from  my  boughs, 

"  A  neftar  that  foftens  my  toil. 

VII. 
<«  When  Bacchus  began  to  repine, 

**  With  patience  I  bore  his  abufc ; 

««  He  faid  that  I  plunder'd  the  vine, 

<«  He  faid  that  I  pilfer'd  his  juice. 

VIII. 

**  I  know  the  proud  drunkard  denies 

*'  That  trees  of  my  culture  fnould  grow  : 
*«  But  let  not  the  traitor  advife; 

**  He  comes  from  the  climes  of  your  foe. 
IX. 
**  Alas!  in  your  filence  I  read 

*'  The  fentence  Tm  doom'd  to  deplore  : 
*«  'Tis  plain  the  grsat  Pan  has  decreed, 
**  My  orchard  fhall  flourifh  no  more." 
■\'- 

The  Goddefs  flew  off  in  defpair; 

As  all  her  fweet  honours  declin'd  : 
And  Plen'Ty  and  Pleasure  declare. 

They'll  loiter  no  longer  behind. 


MAY 
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M        A        Y     -     E        V        E 


O    R, 


KATE      OF      ABERDEEN, 


•l. 

THE  filver  moon's  enamour'd  beam. 
Steals  foftly  through  the  night. 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  flream. 

And  kifs  reflecled  light. 
To  beds  of  fiate  go  balmy  fleep, 

('Tis  where  you've  feldom  been) 
May's  vigil  while  the  Ihepherds  keep 
\Vith  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

II. 

Upon  the  green  the  virgins  wait. 

In  rofy  chaplets  gay, 
'Till  morn  unbar  her  golden  gate. 

And  give  the  promis'd  May. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  maids  declare. 

The  promis'd  May,  when  feen. 
Not  half  fo  fragrant,  half  fo  fair. 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 


Strike 
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III. 

Strike  up  the  tabor's  boldeft  notes. 

We'll  roufe  the  nodding  grove  ; 
The  nefted  birds  fhall  raife  their  throats. 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love : 
And  fee — the  matin  lark  miftakes. 

He  quits  the  tufted  green  : 
Fond  bird !  'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Now  lio-htfome  o'er  the  level  mead. 

Where  midnight  Fairies  rove. 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  w^e'il  lead. 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  love  : 
For  fee  the  rofy  May  draws  nigh ; 

She  claims  a  virgin  Queen; 
And  hark,  the  happy  Hiepherds  err 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 


KITTY 
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KITTY         FELL. 

I. 

TH  E  courtly  bard,  in  verfe  fublime. 
May  praife  the  toaited  Belle ; 
A  country  maid  (in  carelefs  rhyme) 
I  ling — my  Kitty  Fell ! 
II. 
When  larks  forfake  the  flow'r}'  plain. 

And  Love's  fweet  numbers  fwell. 
My  pipe  fhall  join  the  morning  ftrain. 
In  praife  of  Kitty  Fell. 

III. 

Where  woodbines  twill  their  fragrant  fhadc. 

And  noontide  beams  repel, 
I'll  reft  me  on  the  tufted  mead. 

And  fmg  of  Kitty  Fell. 
IV. 
\A'hen  moon-beams  dance  amoncr  the  boughs 

That  lodge  fweet  Philomel, 
I'll  pour  with  her  my  tuneful  vows. 

And  pant  for  Kitty  Fell. 
V. 
The  pale-faced  pedant  burns  his  books ; 

The  fage  forfakes  his  cell : 
The  foldier  fmooths  his  martial  looks, 

And  fidis  for  Kitty  Fell . 


Were 
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VI. 

Were  mine,  ye  great,  your  envy'd  lot. 

In  gilded  courts  to  dwell; 
I'd  leave  them  for  a  lonely  cot 

With  Love  and  Kitty  Fell. 


H        Y        R        S        I        S. 


T. 

TH  E  pendent  foreft  feem'd  to  nod. 
In  drovvfy  fetters  bound; 
And  fairy  elves  in  circles  trod 

The  daify-painted  ground : 
When  Thyrfis  fought  the  confcious  grove. 

Of  flighted  vows  to  tell. 
And  thus  (to  footh  neglefted  love) 

Invok'd  fad  Philomel : 

II. 
**  The  ftars  their  filver  radiance  Ihed, 

«*  And  filence  charms  the  plain; 
*'  But  where's  my  Philomela  fled, 

*«  To  fing  her  love-lorn  ftrain  ? 
"  Hither,  ah,  gentle  bird,  in  hafl:e 

**  Direft  thy  ho v 'ring  wing  : 
*'  The  vernal  green's  a  dreary  wafte, 

*'  'Till  you  vouchfafe  to  flng. 


"  So 
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111. 
**  So  thrilling  fweet  thy  numbers  flow, 

**   (Thy  warbling  fong  diftreft!) 
**  The  tear  that  tells  the  lover's  woe 

**  Falls  cold  upon  my  breaft. 
**  To  hear  fad  Philomel  complain, 

"  Will  foften  my  defpair; 
**  Then  quickly  fwell  the  melting  ftrain, 

**  And  footh  a  lover's  care." 

IV. 
Give  up  all  hopes,  unhappy  fwain, 

A  lift'ning  fage  reply'd. 
For  what  can  conftancy  obtain. 

From  unrelenting  pride  ? 
The  fhepherd  droop'd — the  tyrant  death. 

Had  feiz'd  his  trembling  frame  ; 
He  bow'd,  and  with  departing  breath 

Pronounc'd  Zaphira's  name. 


Vol.  LXIX.  D  C  L  a- 
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I      N      D      A, 


I. 

CLarinda's  lips  I  fondly  prefs'd. 
While  rapture  fill'd  each  vein ; 
And  as  I  touch'd  her  downy  breaft. 
Its  tenant  flept  ferene. 

II. 
So  foft  a  calm,  in  fuch  a  part. 

Betrays  a  peaceful  mind  ; 
Whilft  my  uneafy,  fiutt'ring  heart. 

Would  fcarcely  be  confin'd. 

III. 

A  flubborn  oak  the  Ihepherd  fees, 
Unmov'd,  when  ftorms  defcend ; 

But,  ah  !  to  ev'ry  fporting  breeze. 
The  myrtle  bough  muft  bend. 


FANNY 
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FANNY     OF      THE     DALE, 


T    E  T  the  declining  damafk  rofe 
-*^-^     With  envious  grief  look  pale  ; 
The  fummer  bloom  more  freely  glows 

In  Fanny  of  the  Dale, 
II. 
Is  there  a  fweet  that  decks  the  field. 

Or  fcents  the  morning  gale ; 
Can  fuch  a  vernal  fragrance  yield. 

As  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ? 
III. 
The  painted  belles,  at  court  rever'd. 

Look  lifelefs,  cold,  and  ftale  : 
How  faint  their  beauties,  when  compared 

With  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ! 
IV. 
The  willows  bind  Paftora's  brows. 

Her  fond  advances  fail : 
For  Damon  pays  his  warmell  vows 

To  Fanny  of  the  Dale. 
V. 
Might  honeft  truth,  at  laft,  fuccced. 

And  artlefs  love  prevail ; 
Thrice  happy  cou'd  he  tune  his  reed. 

With  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ! 

Dz  A  SONG, 
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O  N  G. 


SENT    TO    CHLOE    WITH    A    ROSE, 


THE    LASS    OF    PATIE's    MILL, 


I. 

YE S,  every  flower  that  blows, 
I  pafs'd  unheeded  by, 
'Till  this  enchanting  Rofe 

Had  fix'd  my  wand'ring  eye. 
It  fcented  every  breeze. 

That  wanton'd  o'er  the  ftream. 
Or  trembled  through  the  trees. 
To  meet  the  morning  beam. 

ir. 

To  deck  that  beauteous  maid. 

Its  fragrance  can't  excel. 
From  fome  celeftial  ihade 

The  damalk  charmer  fell : 
And  as  her  balmy  fweets. 

On  Chioe's  bread  fhe  pours. 
The  Queen  of  B  e  a  u  t  y  greets 

The  gentle  Queen  of  Flowers, 


STAN- 
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N 


ON       THE 


FORWARDNESS     of     SPRING. 

*'  tibi,  florcs,  plenis 

*'  Ecce  ferunt  nymphas  calathis."  Vjrs. 


I. 

O'  E  R  Nature's  frefli  bofom,  by  verdure  unbound. 
Bleak  Winter  blooms  lovely  as  Spring  : 
Rich  flow'rets  (how  fragrant!)  rife  wantonly  round. 
And  Summer's  vving'd  chorifters  fmg ! 
II. 
To  greet  the  young  monarch  of  Britain's  bleft  ifle. 

The  groves  with  gay  bloffoms  are  grac'di 
The  primrofe  peeps  forth  with  an  innocent  fmile. 
And  cowflips  croud  forward  inhalle! 
III. 
Difpatch,  gentle  Flora,  the  nymphs  of  your  train 
Thro'  woodlands,  to  gather  each  fweet : 

Go rob,  of  young  rofes,  the  dew-fpangled  plain. 

And  ftrew  the  gay  fpoils  at  his  feet. 

D  3  Two 

h    '^  O  u   i 
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IV. 
Two  chaplets  of  laurel,  in  verdure  the  fame. 

For  George,  oh  ye  virgins,  entwine! 
From  Conqueft's  own  temples  thefe  ever-greens  came. 

And  thofe  from  the  brows  of  the  Nine ! 
V. 
What  honours,  ye  Britons !  (one  emblem  implies) 

What  glory  to  George  fhall  belong! 
What  Miltons,  (the  other)  what  Addifons  rife. 

To  make  him  immortal  in  fong ! 

VI. 

To  a  wreath  of  frefh  Oak,  England's  emblem  of  power! 

Whofe  honours  v/ith  time  fhall  encreafe  ! 
Add  a  fair  Olive  fprig,  juft  unfolding  its  flow'r. 

Rich  token  of  Concord  and  Peace ! 

VII. 

Next  give  him  young  Myrtles,  by  Beauty's  bright  Queen 

Collefted — the  pride  of  the  grove ! 
How  fragrant  their  odour!  their  foliage  how  green  ! 

Sweet  promife  of  conjugal  Love  ! 
VIII. 
Let  Gaul's  captive  Lillies,  cropt  clofe  to  the  ground. 

As  trophies  of  Conqueft  be  ty'd  : 
The  virgins  all  cry,  **  There's  not  one  to  be  found  ! 

**  Out-bloom'd  by  his  Rofes — they  dy'd." 
IX. 
Ye  foes  of  Old  England,  fuch  fate  fhall  ye  (hare. 

With  George,  as  our  glories  advance — 

Thro'  envy  you'll  ficken, — you'll  droop, — you'll  dcfpair. 

And  die — like  the  Lillies  of  France. 

ON 
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ON         THE 


APPROACH     OF     MAY. 


THE  virgin,  when  foftenM  by  May, 
Attends  to  the  villager's  vowsj 
The  birds  fweetly  bill  on  the  fpray. 

And  poplars  embrace  v/ith  their  boughs 
hi  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign, 
Ador'd  for  her  beauty  above ! 
We  fhepherds  that  dwell  on  the  plain. 
Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  love. 

II. 

From  the  Weft  as  it  wantonly  blows. 

Fond  Zephir  careffes  the  vine  ; 
The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  the  rofe. 

And  willows  and  woodbines  entwine  : 
The  pinks  by  the  rivulet  fide. 

That  border  the  vernal  alcove. 
Bend  downward  to  kifs  the  foft  tide  : 

For  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 


D4  Mat 
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III. 
May  tinges  the  butterfly's  wing. 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array ! 
And  if  the  wing'd  forefl:ers  fing. 

Their  muflc  is  taught  them  by  Ma  y. 
The  fl:ock-dove,  reclufe  with  her  mate. 

Conceals  her  fond  blifs  in  the  grove. 
And  murmuring  feems  to  repeat 

That  Ma  y  is  the  mother  of  love. 

IV. 
The  Goddefs  will  vifit  you  foon. 

Ye  virgins  be  fportive  and  gay  : 
Get  your  pipes,  oh  ye  Ihepherds  in  tune. 

For  muflc  mufl:  welcome  the  May. 
Would  Damon  have  Phillis  prove  kind. 

And  all  his  keen  anguifh  remove. 
Let  him  tell  her  foft  tales,  and  he'll  find 

The  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 
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THE 


O 


QHelter'd  from  the  blight  ambition, 
^     Fatal  to  the  pride  of  rank. 
See  me  in  my  low  condition. 
Laughing  on  the  tufted  bank. 

II. 
On  my  robes  (for  emulation) 

No  variety's  imprefl:  : 
Suited  to  an  humble  ftation. 

Mine's  an  unembroider'd  veil, 

III. 
Modeft  tho'  the  maids  declare  me. 

May  in  her  fantaftic  train. 
When  Pastora  deigns  to  wear  me, 

Ha'n't  a  flow 'ret  half  fo  vain. 


TH  E 
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THE 


NARCISSU 


I. 

S  pendent  o'er  the  limpid  ftream 
I  bow'd  my  fnowey  pride. 
And  ianguiia'd  in  a  fruitlefs  flame. 

For  what  the  Fates  deny'd ; 
The  fair  Pastgra  chanc'd  to  pafs. 

With  fuch  an  angel  air, 

I  faw  her  in  the  wat'ry  glafs. 

And  lov'd  the  rival  fair. 

IL 

Ye  fates,  no  longer  let  me  pine, 

A  felf-admiring  fweer. 
Permit  me,  by  your  grace  divine. 

To  kifs  the  fair- one's  feet : 
That  if  by  chance  the  gentle  maid 

My  fragrance  fhoiild  admire, 
I  may,- upon  her  bofom  laid. 

In  fifter  fvveets  expire. 


THE 
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MILLER 


A        BALLAD. 


T  N  a  plain  pleafant  cottage,  conveniently  neat, 
-*-  With  a  mill  and  fomc  meadows — a  freehold  eflate, 
A  well-meaning  miller,  by  labour  fupplies, 
Thofe  blelTmgs  that  grandeur  to  great  ones  denies : 

No  paffions  to  plague  him,  no  cares  to  torment, 
Hi^j  conilant  companions  are  Health  and  Content; 
Their  lordlhips  in  lace  may  remark,  if  they  will. 
He's  honeft,  tho'  daub'd  with  the  dull  of  his  mill. 


11. 

Ere  the  lark's  early  carrols  falute  the  new  day. 
He  fprings  from  his  cottage  as  jocund  as  May ; 
He  chearfully  whiftles,  regardlefs  of  care. 
Or  fmgs  the  laft  ballad  he  bought  at  the  fair : 


While 
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While  courtiers  are  toil'd  in  the  coWebs  of  flate. 
Or  bribing  eledlions,  in  hopes  to  be  grecit. 
No  fraud  or  ambition  his  bofom  e'er  fill. 
Contented  he  works,  if  there's  grift  for  his  mill. 

III. 
On  Sunday  bedeck'd  in  his  hom.efpun  array. 
At  church  he's  the  loudeft  to  chaunt  or  to  pray ; 
He  fits  to  a  dinner  of  plain  Englifn  food, 
Tho'  fimple  the  pudding,  his  appetite's  good. 

At  nis;ht,  when  the  prieft  and  excifeman  are  gone. 
He  quaffs  at  the  alehoufe  with  Roger  and  John, 
Then  reels  to  his  pillow,  and  dreams  of  no  ill ; 
No  monarch  more  bleft  than  the  man  of  the  mill. 


>      A       N       D      S       C       A       P 

Rura  itilhi  &  iriigul  phceant  in  valUbus  amnes. 


NOW  that  Summer's  ripen'd  bloom 
Frolicks  where  the  winter  frovvn'd, 
Stretch'd  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom. 
We  command  the  landfcape  round. 


ViRG. 


Nature 
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II. 

Xature  in  the  profpeft  yields 

Humble  dales,  and  mountains  bold. 
Meadows,  woodlands,  heaths, — and  fields 

Yellpw'd  o'er  with  waving  gold, 
III. 
Goats  upon  that  frowning  fteep,' 

Fearlefs,  v/ith  their  kidlings  broufe ! 
Here  a  flock  of  fnowy  (heep! 

There  an  herd  of  motly  cows! 
IV. 
On  the  uplands,  every  glade 

Brightens  in  the  blaze  of  day,; 
O'er  the  vales,  the  fober  fhade 

Softens  to  an  evening  grey. 
V. 
Wj-i.ere  the  rill,  by  flow  degrees. 

Swells  into  a  cr)ftal  pool. 
Shaggy  rocks  and  (helving  trees 

Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool. 
VI. 
Shiver'd  by  a  thunder-ftroke. 

From  the  mountain's  mifty  ridge. 
O'er  the  brook  a  ruin'd  oak. 

Near  the  farm-houfe,  forms  a  bridge. 
VII. 
On  her  breafl  the  funny  beam 

Glitters  in  meridian  pride;' 
Yonder  as  the  virgin  llream 

Hallens  to  the  relllefs  tide  : — — 

Where 
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VIII, 
Where  the  (hips  by  wanton  gales 

Wafted,  o'er  the  green  waves  run. 
Sweet  to  fee  their  fwelling  fails 

Whiten'd  by  the  laughing  fun  ! 
IX. 
High  upon  the  daified  hill, 

Rifmg  from  the  dope  of  trees. 
How  the  wings  of  yonder  mill 

Labour  in  the  bufy  breeze  ! 
X. 
Cheerful  as  a  fummer's  morn, 

(Bouncing  from  her  loaded  pad) 
Where  the  maid  prefents  her  corn. 

Smirking,  to  the  miller's  lad. 
XI. 
O'er  the  green  a  feftal  throng 

Gambols,  in  fantaftic  trim! 
As  the  full  cart  moves  along. 

Hearken 'tis  their  harveft  hymn  I 

XII. 
Linnets  on  the  crouded  fprays 

Chorus, — and  the  wood-larks  rife. 
Soaring  with  a  fong  of  praife, 

'Till  the  fweet  notes  reach  the  flcies. 
XIII. 
Torrents  in  extended  (heets 

Dov.-n  the  clUrs,  dividing,  break  : 
"'Twixt  the  hills  tlie  water  meets. 

Settling  in  a  filvcv  lake! 


From 
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XIV. 
yrom  his  languid  flocks,  the  fwain. 

By  the  funbeams  fore  oppreft. 
Plunging  on  the  wat'ry  plain. 
Plows  it  with  his  glowing  breaft. 
XV. 
Where  the  mantling  willows  nod. 

From  the  green  bank's  flopy  fide. 
Patient,  with  his  well-thrown  rod. 
Many  an  angler  breaks  the  tide! 
XVI. 
On  the  ifles,  with  ofiers  drefl:. 

Many  a  fair-plum'd  halcion  breeds ! 
Many  a  wild  bird  hides  her  neft, 
Cover'd  in  yon  crackling  reeds, 
XVII. 
Fork-tail'd  pratlers  as  they  pafs 

To  their  neltlings  in  the  rock. 
Darting  on  the  liquid  glafs. 

Seem  to  kifs  the  mimick'd  flock. 
XVIII. 
Where  the  flone  Crofs  lifts  its  head. 

Many  a  faint  and  pilgrim  hoar. 
Up  the  hill  was  wont  to  tread. 
Barefoot,  in  the  days  of  yore. 

XIX. 
Guardian  of  a  facred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  reverend  fliades, 
Whilome,  in  that  fliatter'd  cell. 
Many  an  hermit  told  his  bead  :•. 

Sultry 
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XX. 
Sultry  mills  furround  the  heath 

Where  the  gothic  dome  appears. 
O'er  the  trembling  groves  beneath, 

Tott'ring  with  a  load  of  years, 
XXL 
Turn  to  the  contrafied  fcene. 

Where,  beyond  thefe  hoary  piles. 
Gay,  upon  the  rifing  green, 

Many  an  attic  building  fmiles  ! 
XXII. 
Painted  gardens — grots — and  groves. 

Intermingling  (hade  and  light ! 
Lengthen'd  villas,  green  alcoves. 

Join  to  give  the  eye  delight. 
XXIII. 
Hamlets — villages,  and  fpires, 

Scatter'd  on  the  landfcape  lie, 
'Till  the  dillant  view  retires, 

Clofmo:  in  an  azure  ikv. 


MELODY. 
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M        EL        O         D        y. 


LIGHTSOME  as  convey 'd  by  fparrows. 
Love  and  Beauty  crofs'd  the  plains. 
Flights  of  little  pointed  arrows 

Love  difpatch'd  among  the  fwains : 

Eat  fo  much  our  Ihepherds  dread  him, 

(Spoiler  of  their  peace  profound) 
Swift  as  fcudding  fawns  they  fled  him. 

Frighted,  tho'  they  felt  no  wound. 

II. 
Now  the  wanton  God  grown  flier. 

And  for  each  fond  mifchief  ripe. 
Comes  difguis'd  in  Pan's  attire. 

Tuning  fweet  an  oaten  pipe  : 

Echo,  by  the  winding  river. 

Doubles  his  delufive  drains ; 
While  the  boy  conceals  his  quiver. 

From  the  flow  returning  fwains, 

III. 
As  Palemon,  unfufpefling, 

Prais'd  the  fly  muflcian's  art. 
Love,  his  light  difguife  rejeding, 

Lodg'd  an  arrow  in  his  heart : 

Vol.  LXIX.  E  Cupid 
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Cupid  will  enforce  your  duty. 

Shepherds,  and  would  have  you  taught, 
Thofe  who  timid  fly  from  Beauty, 

May  by  Melody  be  caught. 


D 


PASTORAL. 


THE  gentle  fwan  with  graceful  pride 
Her  gloffy  plumage  laves. 
And  failing  down  the  filver  tide. 
Divides  the  whifp'ring  waves : 

The  fiher  tide,  that  wand'ring  flows. 

Sweet  to  the  bird  muft  be  ! 
But  not  fo  fweet — blyth  Cupid  knows. 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

ir. 
A  parent  bird,  in  plaintive  mood. 

On  yonder  fruit-tree  fung. 
And  ftill  the  pendent  neft  fhe  vievv'd. 
That  held  her  callow  young : 

Dear 


A.  SI 


Dear  to  the  mother's  flutt'ring  heart 

The  genial  brood  muft  be  ; 
But  not  fo  dear  (the  thoufandth  part!) 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

iir. 

The  rofes  that  my  brow  furround 

Were  natives  of  the  dale  ; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bound. 

Before  their  fweets  grew  pale ! 

My  vital  bloom  would  thus  be  froze. 

If  lucklefs  torn  from  thee  ; 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rofe. 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

IV. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new-fall'n  fnow. 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair ! 
The  birds  to  Delia  I'll  beftow. 

They're  like  her  bofom  fair  ! 

When,  in  their  chafte  connubial  love. 

My  fecret  wilh  Ihe'll  fee ; 
Such  mutual  blifs  as  turtles  prove. 

May  Delia  Ihare  with  me. 


E  2  THE 
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THE 


SYCAMORE       SHADE 
A         BALLAD. 


I. 

T 'Other  day  as  I  fat  in  the  Sycamore  fhade. 
Young  Damon  came  whiftling  along, 
I  trembled — I  blufh'd — a  poor  innocent  maid ! 
And  my  heart  caper'd  up  to  my  tongue : 

Silly  heart,  I  cry*d,  fie !  What  a  flutter  is  here  ! 

Young  Damon  defigns  you  no  ill ; 
The  Ihepherd's  fo  civil,  you've  nothing  to  fear. 

Then  prythee,  fond  urchin,  lie  ftill. 

II. 

Sly  Damon  drew  near,  and  knelt  down  at  my  feet. 

One  kifs  he  demanded — No  more ! 
But  urg'd  the  foft  preflure  with  ardour  fo  fwect, 

I  could  not  begrudge  him  a  fcore  : 

My  lambkins  I've  kifs'd,  and  no  change  ever  found. 

Many  times  as  we  play'd  on  the  hill ; 

But  Damon's  dear  lips  made  my  heart  gallop  round. 

Nor  wculd  the  fond  urchin  lie  Itill. 

When 
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III. 
When  the  fun  blazes  fierce,  to  the  Sycamore  fhad« 

For  fhelter,  I'm  fure  to  repair ; 
And,  virgins,  in  faith  I'm  no  longer  afraid, 

Altho'  the  dear  Ihepherd  be  there : 

At  ev'ry  fond  kifs  that  with  freedom  he  takes, 

'  My  heart  may  rebound  if  it  will ; 
There's  fomething  fo  fweet  in  the  buftle  it  makes, 
ril  die  ere  I  bid  it  lie  ftill. 


DAMON      AKD      PHILLIS: 
A      PASTORAL      DIALOGUE. 

"  Donee  gratus  cram,"  &c."  PJ«R. 

DAMON, 

WHEN  Phillis  was  faithful,  and  fond  as  fhe's 
fair, 
I  twifted  young  rofes  in  wreaths  for  my  hair ; 
But  ah !  the  fad  willow's  a  Ihade  for  my  brows. 
For  Phillis  no  longer  remembers  her  vowsi 
To  the  groves  with  young  Colin  the  Ihepherdefs  flies. 
While  Damon  difturb*  the  ftill  plains  with  his  fighs. 

E  3  PHIL- 
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P    H    I    L    L    I    S. 

Bethink  you,  falfe  Damon,  before  you  upbraid. 
When  Phoebe's  fair  lambkin  had  yefterday  ftray'd. 
Thro'  the  woodlands  you  wander'd,  poor  Phillis  forgot! 
And  drove  the  gay  rambler  quite  home  to  her  cot ; 
A  fwain  fo  deceitful  no  damfel  can  prize ; 
'Tis  Phaebe,  not  Phillis,  lays  claim  to  your  fighs, 

DAMON. 

Like  fummer's  full  feafon  young  Phoebe  is  kind. 
Her  manners  are  graceful,  untainted  her  mind ! 
The  fweets  of  contentment  her  cottage  adorn. 
She's  fair  as  the  rofe-bud,  and  frefli  as  the  morn ! 
She  fmiles  like  Pomona — Thefe  fmiles  I'd  refign. 
If  Phillis  were  faithful,  and  deign'd  to  be  mine. 

PHILLIS. 

On  the  tabor  young  Colin  fo  prettily  plays. 
He  fmgs  me  fweet  fonnets,  and  writes  in  my  praife  I 
He  chofe  me  his  true-love  laft  Valentine-day, 
When  birds  fat  like  bridegrooms  all  pair'd  on  the  fpray ; 
Yet  I'd  drive  the  gay  fhepherd  far,  far  from  my  mind. 
If  Damon,  the  rover,  were  conilant  and  kind. 

DAMON. 

Fine  folks,  my  fweet  Phillis,  may  revel  and  range. 
But  fleeting's  the  pleafure  that's  founded  on  change ! 
In  the  villager's  cottage  fuch  conftancy  fprings. 
That  peafants  with  pity  may  look  down  on  kings. 
To  the  church  then  let's  haften,  our  tranfports  to  bind. 
And  Damon  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 

PHIL- 
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P    H    I    L    L    I    S. 

To  the  church  then  let's  haflen,  our  tranfports  to 
bind, 
And  Phillis  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 


THE 


W         A         R         N         I         N 


\,7'0UNG  Colin  once  courted  Myrtilla  the  prude, 
-^     If  he  figh'd  or  look'd  tender,  Ihe  cry'd  he  was 

rude; 
Tho'   he  begg'd  with  devotion,    fome   eafe   for  his 

pain. 

The  fhepherd  got  nothing  but  frowns  and  difdain. 
Fatigu'd  with  her  folly,  his  fuit  he  gave  o'er, 
A^nd  vow'd  that  no  female  (hould  fetter  him  more, 

II. 
He  ftrove  w^ith  all  caution  to  'fcape  from  the  net. 
But  Chloe  foon  caught  him, — a  finifh'd  coquet ! 
She  glanc'd  to  his  glances,  fhe  figh'd  to  his  fighs. 
And  flatter'd  his  hopes — in  the  language  of  eyes. 
Alas  for  poor  Colin  !  when  put  to  the  teft, 
Himfelf  and  his  paiTion  prov'd  both  but  her  jeft. 

E  4  By 
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III. 
By  the  critical  third  he  was  fix'd  in  the  fnare ; 
By  Fanny-^gay,  young,  unafFeded,  and  fair ; 
When  Ihe  found  he  had  merit,  and  love  took  his  part. 
She  dally'd  no  longer — but  yielded  her  heart. 
With  joy  they  fubmitted  to  Hymen's  decree. 
And  now  are  as  happy — as  happy  can  be. 

IV. 
As  the  rofebud  of  beauty  foon  fickens  and  fades. 
The  prude  and  coquet  are  two  flighted  old  maids ; 
Now  their  fweets  are  all  wafted, — too  late  they  repent. 
For  tranfports  untafted,  for  moments  misfpent ! 
Ye  virgins  take  warning,  improve  by  my  plan. 
And  fix  the  fond  youth  when  you  prudently  can. 


HOLIDAY        GOWN. 


I. 

IN  holiday  gown,  and  my  newfangled  hat, 
Laft  Monday  I  tript  to  the  fair ; 
I  held  up  my  head,  and  I'll  tell  you  for  what, 
Brifk  Roger  I  guefs'd  wou'd  be  there : 

He  woos  me  to  marry  whenever  we  meet. 
There's  honev  fure  dwells  on  his  tono-ue  ! 

He  hugs  me  fo  clofe,  and  he  kiffes  fo  fweet, 
I'd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

Fond 
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II. 
Fond  Sue,  I'll  affure  you,  laid  hold  on  the  boy, 

(The  vixen  wou'd  fain  be  his  bride) 
Some  token  fhe  claim'd,  either  ribbon  or  toy. 

And  fvvore  that  fne'd  not  be  deny'd  : 

A  top-knot  be  bought  her,  and  garters  of  green. 

Pert  Sufan  was  cruelly  ftung; 
I  hate  her  fo  much,  that,  to  kill  her  with  fpleen, 

I'd  wed — if  I  vvere  not  too  young. 

III. 
He  whifper'd  fuch  foft  pretty  things  in  mine  ear ! 

He  flatter'd,  he  promis'd,  and  fwore! 
Such  trinkets  he  gave  me,  fuch  laces  and  geer. 

That  truft  me, — my  pockets  ran  o'er  : 

Some  ballads  he  bought  me,  the  befl  he  cou'd  find. 

And  fweetly  their  burthen  he  fung ; 
Good  faith  he's  fo  handfome,  fo  witty,  and  kind, 

I'd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

IV. 

The  fun  was  juft  fetting,  'twas  time  to  retire, 

(Our  cottage  was  diftant  a  mile) 
I  rofe  to  be  gone — Roger  bow'd  like  a  fquire. 

And  handed  me  over  the  ftile  : 

His  arms  he  threw  round  me — love  laugh'd  in  his  eye. 

He  led  me  the  meadows  among. 
There  preft  me  fo  clofe,  I  agreed,  v/ith  a  figh. 

To  wed — for  I  was  not  too  young. 

DAPHNE: 
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D  A  P  H  N  E: 

A  SONG. 

I. 

NO  longer.  Daphne,  I  admire 
The  graces  in  thine  eyes ; 
Continu'd  coynefs  kills  defire. 

And  famifh'd  paiTion  dies. 
Three  tedious  years  I've  figh'd  in  vain. 

Nor  could  my  vov/s  prevail ; 
With  all  the  rigours  of  difdain. 
You  fcorn'd  my  amorous  tale. 

II. 

When  Celia  cry'd,  how  fenfelcfs  (he. 

That  has  fuch  vows  refus'd  ; 
Had  Damon  giv'n  his  heart  to  me. 

It  had  been  kinder  us'd. 
The  man's  a  fool  that  pines  and  dies ; 

Becaufe  a  wonian's  coy  ; 
The  gentle  blifs  that  one  denies, 

A  thoufand  v/ill  enjoy. 

Ill- 
Such  charming  words,  fo  void  of  art, 

Surpriiing  rapture  gave; 
And  tho'  the  maid  fubdu'd  my  heart. 

It  ceas'd  to  be  a  flave : 


A  wretch 
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A  wretch  condemn'd,  fliall  Daphne  prove ; 

While  bleft  without  reflraint. 
In  the  fweet  calendar  of  love 

My  Celia  ftands — a  faint. 


C        O        R        Y        D        O        N: 

A  PASTORAL. 

To  the  Memory  of  Wi  l  l  i  a  m  S  h  e  n  s  t  o  n  e,  Efq. 

I. 

COME,  fhepherds,  we'll  follow  the  hearfe. 
We'll  fee  our  lov'd  Cory  don  laid  : 
Tho'  forrow  may  blemilli  the  vcrfe. 
Yet  let  a  fad  tribute  be  paid. 

They  call'd  him  the  pride  of  the  plain  ; 

In  footh  he  was  gentle  and  kind  ! 
Ke  mark'd  on  his  elegant  ftraln 

The  graces  that  glow'd  in  his  mind. 

II. 

On  purpofe  he  planted  yon  trees. 

That  birds  in  the  covert  might  dwell ; 
He  cultur'd  his  thyme  for  the  bees. 

But  never  wou'd  rifle  their  cell. 

Yc 
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Ye  lambkins  that  play'd  at  his  feet. 
Go  bleat — and  your  mafter  bemoan ; 

His  mufic  was  artlefs  and  fweet. 
His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own. 

III. 
No  verdure  fhall  cover  the  vale. 

No  bloom  on  the  bloflbms  appear ; 
The  fweets  of  the  foreft  Ihall  fail. 

And  winter  difcolour  the  year. 

No  birds  in  our  hedges  (hall  fing, 

(Our  hedges  fo  vocal  before) 
Since  he  that  fhould  welcome  the  fpring. 

Salutes  the  gay  feafon  no  more, 

IV, 
His  Phil  LIS  was  fond  of  his  praife. 

And  poets  came  round  in  a  throng  • 
They  liften'd they  envy'd  his  lays. 

But  which  of  them  equal'd  his  fong? 

Ye  ihepherds,  henceforward  be  mute. 

For  loft  is  the  paftoral  ftrain ', 
So  give  me  my  Corydon's  flute. 

And  thus let  me  break  it  in  twain. 


DAMON 


[    6i     ] 
D'AMON     AND     PHOEBE. 


WHEN  the  f\reet   rofy   morning    firft    peep'd 
from  the  flcies, 
A  loud  Tmging  lark  bade  the  villagers  rife  ; 
The  cowflips  were  lively — the  primrofes  gay. 
And  (hed  their  bell  perfumes  to  welcome  the  May  : 
The  fvvains  and  their  fweethearts  all  rang'd  on  the 

green. 
Did  homage  to  Phoebe and  hail'd  her  their  Queen. 

II. 
Young  Damon  ftep'd  forward :  he  fung  in  her  praife. 
And  Phoebe  beftow'd  him  a  garland  of  bays  : 
May  this  wreathe,  faid  the  fair  one,  dear  Lord  of  my 

vows, 
A  crown  for  true  merit,  bloom  long  on  thy  brows : 
The  fwains  and  their  fweethearts  that  danc'd  on  the 

green, 
Approv'd  the  fond  prefent  of  Phccbe  their  Queen, 

III. 
'Mongft  lords  and  fine  ladies,  we  (hepherds  are  told. 
The  deareft  affe^ftions  are  barter'd  for  gold  i 
That  difcord  in  wedlock  is  often  their  lot. 
While  Cupid  and  Hymen  fhake  hands  in  a  cot : 
At  the  church  with  fair  Phoebe  fince  Damon  has  been, 
He's  rich  as  a  Mvjnarch — fhe'i.  bled  as  a  Queen. 

A  PAS- 
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PASTORAL        HYMN 
To       JANUS. 

ON     THE    BIRTH    OF     THE    Q_UEEN, 

<*  Teprlmum  pia  thura  regent — te  vota  falutent, 

it  te  colat  omnis  honos.''* 

Mart,  ad  Janum. 

I. 

TO  Janus,  gentle  fiiepherds!  raife  a  fhriiie  : 
His  honours  be  divine  ! 
And  as  to  mighty  Pan  with  homage  bow : 
To  him,  the  virgin  troop  fhall  tribute  bring  ; 
Let  him  be  hail'd  like  the  green-liveried  fpring. 
Spite  of  the  wint'ry  ftorms  that  (lain  his  brow, 

II. 

The  pride,  the  glowing  pageantry  of  May, 
Glides  wantonly  away  : 

But  January,  in  his  rough- fpun  veft, 
Boafts  the  full  bleffings  that  can  never  fade. 
He  that  gave  birth  to  the  illuftrious  maid, 

Whofe  beauties  make  the  British  Monarch  blcft  ! 

Could 
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III. 

Could  the  foft  Spring  with  all  her  funny  fliowers. 

The  frolic  nurfe  of  flowers ! 
Or  flaunting  Summer,  flufli'd  in  ripen'd  pride. 
Could  they  produce  a  finifli'd  fweet  fo  rare  : 
Or  from  his  golden  ftores,  a  gift  fo  fair. 
Say,  has  the  fertile  Autumn  e'er  fupply'd  ? 

IV. 
Henceforu'ard  let  the  hoary  month  be  gay 

As  the  white-hawthorn'd  May  ! 
The  laughing  goddefs  of  the  Spring  difown'd. 
Her.  rofy  wreath  (hall  on  His  brows  appear. 
Old  Janus  as  he  leads,  fhall  fill  the  year. 
And  the  lefs  fruitful  Autumn  be  dethron'd, 

V. 
Above  the  other  months  fupremely  bleil. 

Glad  Janus  (lands  confeft  ! 
He  can  behold  with  retrofpedive  face 

The  mighty  bleffmgs  of  the  year  gone  by  : 
Where,  to  connect  a  Monarch's  nuptial  tie, 
Affembled  ev'ry  glory,  ev'ry  grace  ! 

VI. 
When  he  looks  forward  on  the  flatt' ring  year. 

The  golden  hours  appear  : 
As  in  the  facred  rviign  of  Saturn,  fair  : 

Britain  fhall  prove  from  this  propitious  date. 
Her  honours  perfect,  viftories  complete. 
And  boaft  the  brighteft  hopes,  a  British  Heir. 

*«*  The  above  little  poem  was  written  on  fuppofition  that  her 
"Majefty's  birth-day  was  reaUj  in  the  month  of  January. 

AxV 
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A    N 

INSCRIPTION 

On  the  Houfe  at  Mavis-bank,  near  Edinburgh, 

SITUATED     IN    A     GROVE, 


PaTvn  domus  !  nemerofa  qnies  ! 
Sis  tUf  quoque  tiojiris 
Hofpilium,  larihus,  fuhfidiumqtie  diu  ! 
Flora  tuas  omet  pojiesy  Pomona  que  me  f if  as  ! 
Conferat  ut  njarias  fertilis  hortus  opes  ! 
Et  '-value re s pictce  cingentes  ijoce  canora, 
Retia  fola  canent  qu<E  Jihi  tendit  amor  ! 
Floriferi  coUes,  dulces  mihifcepe  recejfus 
Denty  atque  hofpitibus  gaudia  ph'na  meis  ! 
Concedatque  Deus  nunqiiamy  -^jel fero  Jenefcas , 
Seroque  terrenas  experiare  'vices  ! 
Integra  reddantur  quce  plurima fecula  rodafit 
Detur,  et  ut  fenio  pukhrior  enitcas. 


THE 


[  6;  ] 


T   H    B 


INSCRIPTION      Imitated. 

I. 

PEACE  has  explored  this  filvan  fcene. 
She  courts  your  calm  retreat. 
Ye  groves  of  variegated  green. 
That  grace  my  genial  feat ! 

Here,  in  the  lap  of  lenient  eafe, 

(Remote  from  mad'ning  noife) 
Let  me  delude  a  length  of  days. 

In  dear  domeftic  joys ! 

II. 

Long  may  the  parent  Queen  of  Flow'rs 

Her  fragrance  here  difplay  ! 
Long  may  (he  paint  my  mantling  bow'rs. 

And  make  my  portals  gay  ! 

Nor  you — my  yellow  gardens,  fail 

T'^  fwell  Pomona's  hoard ! 
So  ftiall  the  plenteous,  rich  regale — 

Replenifh,  long,  my  board ! 

Vol.  LXIX.  F  Pour 
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III. 

Pour  through  the  groves  your  carols  clear. 

Ye  birds,  nor  bondage  dread  : 
If  any  toils  entangle  here, 

'Tis  thofe  which  Love  hath  fpread. 

Where  the  green  hill  fo  gradual  Hants, 

Or  flowery  glade  extends. 
Long  may  thefe  fair,  thefe  fa v 'rite  haunts 

Prove  focial  to  my  friends ! 

IV. 
May  you  prefen'e  perpetual  bloom. 

My  happy  halcion  feat ! 
Or  if  fell  time  denounce  thy  doom. 

Far  diftant  be  its  date  ! 

And  when  he  makes,  with  iron  rao-e. 

Thy  youthful  pride  his  prey. 
Long  may  the  honours  of  thy  age 

Be  reverenc'd  in  decay! 


A   N  O  1^  H  F.  K 
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ANOTHER 


INSCRIPTION 


ON      THE      SAME      HOUSE, 


Hanc  in  gremio  rejonantis  fjlvee 

AquiSy  horiisy  a'viiimque  garritit, 
Cceterifque  ruris  honorihut^ 
Undiqne  renidentem  njillam, 

Non  magnificam non  fuperbam  ; 

At  qiialen  'vides, 
Commodaniy  mundamy  genialem 
Naturae  par  em ,  foci  an  s  art  em, 

Sibiy  fuifque 
Ad  'vitam  placide^ 

Et  iranquille  agendum 
Dejigna'vitj  injiruxitque, 

D.     I.     C. 


F  2  IMITATED. 
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IMITATED, 


I 


N  the  deep  bofom  of  my  grove 
A  fweet  recefs  furvey ! 
Where  birds,  with  elegies  of  love. 
Make  vocal  every  fpray^ 
A  fylvan  fpot,  with  woods — with  waters  crowned. 
With  all  the  rural  honours  blooming  round  I 

ir. 

This  little,  but  commodious  {e:\t 

(Where  nature  weds  with  art) 

A'nt  to  the  eye  fuperbly  great. 

Its  beauties  charm  the  heart. 

Here,  may  the  happy  founder  and  his  race 

Pafs  their  full  days  in  harmony  and  peace ! 


C  O  N- 
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PASTORAL, 


O'ER   moorlands   and   mountains,  rude,   barren, 
and  bare. 
As  wilder'd  and  weary 'd  I  roam, 
A  gentle  young  fhepherdefs  fees  my  defpair. 
And  leads  me — o'er  lawns — to  her  home  : 
Yellow   flieaves  from    rich    Ceres   her  cottage   had 
crown'd. 
Green  rufhes  were  llrew'd  on  her  floor. 
Her  cafcment,  fweet  woodbines  crept  wantonly  round. 
And  deck'd  the  fod  feats  at  her  door, 

II. 
We  fate  ourfelves  down  to  a  cooling  repall, 

Frefh  fruits !  and  flie  cull'd  me  the  beft ; 
While  thrown  from  my  guard  by  fome  glances  Ihe  caft. 

Love  flily  flole  into  my  breaft ! 
I  lold  my  foft  wiflies ;  (he  fweetly  reply'd, 

(Ye  virgins,  her  voice  was  divine!) 
I've  rich  ones  rejected,  and  great  ones  deny'd. 

But  take  me,  fond  Ihepherd — I'm  thine, 

F  3  Her 
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III. 
Her  air  \vas  fo  modeft,  her  afpeft  fo  meek ! 

So  fimple,  yet  fvveet,  were  her  charms ! 
I  kifs'd  the  ripe  rofes  that  glow'd  on  her  cheek. 

And  lock'd  the  dear  maid  in  my  arms. 
Now  jocund  together  we  tend  a  few  fheep. 

And  if,  by  yon  prattler,  the  ftream, 
Reclin'd  on  her  bofom,  I  fmk  into  fleep. 

Her  image  Hill  foftens  my  dream. 

IV. 

Together  we  range  o'er  the  flow  riflng  hills. 

Delighted  with  paftoral  views. 
Or  reft  on  the  rock  whence  the  ftreamlet  diftils. 

And  point  out  new  themes  for  my  mufe. 
To  pomp  or  proud  titles  flie  ne'er  did  afpire. 

The  damfel's  of  humble  defcent ; 
The  cottager.  Peace,  is  well  known  for  her  fire^ 

And  fhepherds  have  nam'd  her  Content. 


CORYDON     AND     PHILLIS: 

A  PASTORAL. 


HER  flieep  had  in  clufters  crept  clofe  by  the  grove. 
To  hide  from  the  rigours  of  day  ; 
And  Phillis  herfelf,  in  a  woodbine  alcove. 
Among  the  frefh  violets  lay : 
• '  A  young- 
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A  youngling,  it  feems,  had  been  Hole  from  its  dam, 

('TJvvixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot) 
That  Corydon  might,  as  he  fearch'd  for  his  lamb. 

Arrive  at  this  critical  fpot. 

II. 

As  through  the  gay  hedge  for  his  lambkin  he  peeps. 

He  faw  the  fuxet  maid  with  furprize ; 
*'  Ye  Gods,  if  fo   killing,"  he   cry'd,   '*  when  "(he 
"  fleeps, 

*'  I'm  loft  when  (he  opens  her  eyes ! 
**  To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  my  heart, 

•*  I'll  onwards,  my  lambkin  to  trace  :'* 
In  vain  honeft  Corydon  ftrove  to  depart. 

For  love  had  him  nail'd  to  the  place. 

III. 

*'  Huih,  hufh'd  be  thefe  birds,  what  a  bawling  they 
**  keep!" 
He  cry'd,  *'  you're  too  loud  on  the  fpray, 
*♦  Don't   you   fee,    foolilh  lark,    that   the   charmer's 
**  afleep; 
"  You'll  wake  her  as  fure  as  'tis  day  : 
**  How   dare    that   fond   butterfly    touch    the   fvveet 
maid! 
*'  Her  cheek  he  miftakes  for  the  rofe ; 
**  I'd  pat  him  to  death,  if  I  was  not  afraid 
*^  My  boldnefs  would  break  her  repofe." 

F  4  Young 
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IV. 

Young  Phillis  look'd  up  with  a  languiftiing  fmile, 
"  Kind  fhepherd,"  flie  faid,  **  you  miftake ; 

«  I  laid  myfelf  down  juft  to  reft  me  a  while, 
"  But  truft  me,  have  ftill  been  awake  :** 

The  (hepherd  took  courage,  advanc'd  with  a  bow, 
Heplac'd  himfelf  clofe  by  her  fide. 

And  manag'd  the  matter,  I  cannot  tell  how, 

^    But  yefterday  made  her  his  bride. 


A    K 

EL  E  G  Y 

O    N        A 

PILE        OF        RUINS. 


*'  Afplce  murorum  moles,  prasruptaque  faxa  !" 

Janus  Vitalis. 

••  Omnia,  tempus  edax  depafcitur,  omnia  carpit." 

Seneca# 

I. 

IN  the  full  profpeft  yonder  hill  commands. 
O'er  barren  heaths,  and  cultivated  plains ; 
The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  ilands, 
Clofe  by  a  ruin'd  caftle's  rude  remains. 

Half 
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11. 
Half  buried,  there,  lie  many  a  broken  bufl:. 

And  obelilk,  and  urn,  o'enhrown  by  Time  ; 
And  many  a  cherub,  there,  delccnds  in  dull 

From  the  rent  roof,  and  portico  fublime. 
111. 
The  rivulets,  oft  frighted  at  the  found 

Of  fragments,  tumbling  from  the  tow'rs  on  high. 
Plunge  to  their  fource  in  fecret  caves  profound. 

Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 
IV. 
Where  rev 'rend  fiirines  in  gothic  grandeur  flood. 

The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  night-lhade  fpreads ; 
And  afhlings,  wafted  from  the  neighb'ring  wocd. 

Thro'  the  worn  turrets  wave  their  trembling  heads. 
V. 
There  Contemplation,  to  the  crowd  unknown. 

Her  attitude  compos'd,  and  afpeft  fv/eet ! 
Sits  mufing  on  a  monumental  ftone. 

And  points  to  the  Memento  at  her  feet. 
VI. 
Soon  as  fage  ev'ning  check'd  day's  funny  pride, 

I  left  the  mantling  fhade  in  moral  mood ; 
And  feated  by  the  maid's  fequefler'd  fide, 

Sigh'd,  as  the  mould'ring  monuments  I  view'd. 

VII. 

Inexorably  calm,  with  filent  pace 

Here  Time  has  pafs'd — \^  hat  ruin  mr-rks  his  way  ! 
This  pile,  now  crumbling  o'er  its  hallow'd  bafe, 

Turn'd  not  his  Hep,  nor  could  his  courfe  delay. 

Religion 
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VIII. 
Religion  rais'd  her  fupplicating  eyes 

In  vain  ;  and  Melody  her  fong  fublime  : 
In  vain,  Philofophy,  with  maxims  wife. 

Would  touch  the  cold  unfeeling  heart  of  Time. 
IX. 
Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  tho'  not  mov'd  to  fpare. 

Relented  when  he  ftruck  its  finifa'd  pride  ; 
And  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repair. 

The  tott'ring  tovv'rs  with  twifted  ivy  ty'd. 
X. 
How  folemn  is  the  cell  o'ergrown  with  mofs. 

That  terminates  the  view,  yon  cloifter'd  way ! 
In  the  cruih'd  wall,  a  time-corroded  crofs. 
Religion  like.  Hands  mould'ring  in  decay  ! 
XI. 
Where  the  mild  fun,  thro'  faint-cncyphcr'd  glafs, 

lUum'd  with  mellow  light  yon  duiliy  ifle. 
Many  rapt  hours  might  Meditation  pafs. 
Slow  moving  'tvvixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile! 
XII. 
And  Piety,  with  myftic- meaning  beads. 

Bowing  to  faints  on  every  fide  inurn'd. 
Trod  oft  the  folitary  path  that  leads 

Where  now  the  facred  altar  lies  o'erturn'd  ! 
XIII. 
Thro'  the  grey  grove,  between  thofe  with' ring  trees, 

'Mongft  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 
A  marble-imag'd  matron  on  her  knees. 
Half  waited,  like  a  Niobe  in  tears : 

Low 
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XIV. 
Low  levell'd  in  the  duft  her  darlinor's  laid! 

Death  pitied  not  the  pride  of  youthful  bloom  ; 
Nor  could  maternal  piety  dilTuade, 
Or  foften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb. 
XV. 
The  relics  of  a  mitred  faint  may  reft. 

Where,  mould'ring  in  the  niche,  his  ftatue  ftands ; 
Now  namelefs  as  the  croud  that  kifs'd  his  veft. 
And  crav'd  the  benedidion  of  his  hands. 
XVI. 
Near  the  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloom. 

The  bones  of  an  illuftrious  Chieftain  lie  ; 
As  trac'd  among  the  fragments  of  his  tomb. 
The  trophies  of  a  broken  Fame  imply. 
XV^II. 
Ah !  what  avails,  that  o'er  the  vaflal  plain. 
His  ricrhts  and  rich  demefnes  extended  w  ide ! 

o 

That  honour  and  her  knights  compos'd  his  train. 

And  chivalry  ftood  marfhal'd  by  his  fide  ! 
XVIII. 
Tho'  to  the  clouds  his  caflle  fcem'd  to  climb. 

And  frown'd  defiance  on  the  defperate  foe  ; 
Tho'  deem'd  invincible,  the  conqueror.  Time, 

Levcl'd  the  fabric,  as  the  founder,  low. 
XIX. 
Where  the  light  lyre  gave  many  a  foft'ning  found. 

Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birds  of  difcord,  dwell ; 
And  where  Society  fat  fweetly  crown'd. 

Eternal  Solitude  has  fix'd  her  cell. 

The 
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XX. 
The  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat. 

Inhabit  nov/,  perhaps,  the  painted  room. 
Where  the  fage  matron  and  her  maidens  fat, 
Sweet-fmging  at  the  filver-working  loom. 
XXI. 
"The  traveller's  bewilder'd  on  a  wafte ; 

And  the  rude  winds  inceffant  feem  to  roar. 
Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arbours  grac'd. 
Young  lovers  often  figh'd  in  days  of  yt^re. 
XXII. 
His  aqycduds,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 

To  pure  canals,  a  chryilal  cool  fupply  ! 
In  the  deep  daft  their  barren  beauties  liide : 

Time's  thirft,  unquenchable,  has  drain'd  them  dry! 
XXIII. 
Tho'  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  were  fpent. 

With  Comas,  and  the  laughter-loving  crew  ; 
And  the  fweet  brow  of  beauty  ftiil  unbent, 
Brighten'd  his  fieecy  moments  as  they  flew  : 
XXIV. 
Fleet  are  the  fleecy  moments !  fly  they  muft  ; 

Not  to  be  flay'd  by  inalque  or  midnight  roar! 
Nor  IKall  a  puife  among  that  mould'ring  duft 
Beat  wanton  at  the  fmiles  of  Beauty  more  ? 
XXV. 
Can  the  deep  ftatefman,  flciird  in  great  defign, 
Protraft,  but  for  a  day,  precarious  breath  ? 
Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  Nine 
Sooth,  with  his  melody,  infatiate  death  I 

No— 
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XXVI. 

No — Tho'  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around ; 
Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  fhafr  of  fate 

Strikes  the  devoted  viclim  to  the  ground  ! 
XXVII. 
\Miat  then  avails  Ambition's  wide  ilretch'd  wing. 

The  Schoolman's  page,  or  pride  of  Beauty's  bloom  ! 
The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  king, 

Level'd,  lie  mix'd  promifcuous  in  the  tomb. 
XXVIII. 
The  Macedonian  monarch,  wife  and  good. 

Bade,  when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began. 
Courtiers  fhould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  flood, 

**  Philip!  remember,  thou'rt  no  more  than  man.. 
XXIX. 
"  Tho'  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole : 

"  Tho'  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft  ; 
'*  Philip,  reflecl,  thou'rt  porting  to  the  goal, 

**  Where  mortals  mi-x  in  undiilinguifh'd  dufl  !"* 
XXX. 
So  S.\LADiN,  for  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 

(Egypt  and  Syria's  wide  domains  fubdu'd) 
Returning  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 

Sigh'd,  when  the  perifhable  pomp  he  view'd  :    ^ 
XXXI. 
And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car, 

In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conqueft  dreft  ; 
Confpicuous,  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 

Plac'd,  peudent  on  a  fpear,  his  burial  veft  : 

While 


78        CUNNINGHAM^S     POEMS. 

XXXII. 
While  thus  the  herald  cry'd — **  This  fon  of  pow'r, 

**  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 
**  May,  in  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  hour, 

•*  Boaft  of  no  other  fpoil  but  yonder  (hroud  !'* 
XXXIII. 
Search  where  Ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  ileerd. 

Where  Slaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran  ; 
And  fay,  v/hile  memory  weeps  the  blood-ftain'd  field. 

Where  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  common  man  ? 
XXXIV. 
Vain  then  are  pyramids,  and  motto'd  ftones. 

And  monumental  trophies  rais'd  on  high  ! 
For  Time  confounds  them  with  the  crumbling  bones, 

'J'hat  mix'd  in  hafty  graves  unnotic'd  lie. 
XXXV. 
Reds  not  beneath  the  turf  the  peafant's  head. 

Soft  as  the  lord's,  beneath  the  labour'd  tomb  ? 
Or  fleeps  one  colder,  in  his  clofe  clay  bed. 

Than  t'other  in  the  wide  vault's  dreary  womb  ? 
XXXVI. 
Hither,  let  Luxury  lead  her  loofe-rob'd  train  ; 

Here  flutter  Pride,  on  purple-painted  v.'ings : 
And  from  the  moral  profped  learn—how  \  ain 

The  wiili,  that  fighs  for  fublunary  things ! 


A   SONG, 
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O  N 


T  T  E  that  Love  hath  never  try'd, 
-*-  -*-     Nor  had  Cupid  for  his  guide. 
Cannot  hit  the  palTage  right 
To  the  palace  of  delight. 

II. 

What  are  honours,  regal  wealth. 
Florid  youth,  and  rofy  health? 
Without  Love  his  tribute  brings. 
Impotent,  unmeaning  things ! 

in. 
Gcnrle  ihepherds,  peri'everr. 
Still  be  tender,  dill  finccre  ; 
Love  and  Time,  united,  do 
Wonders,  if  the  heart  be  true. 


S  A  P  P  H  O's 
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SAPPHO^s        HYMN 

T    O 

VENUS 

IMITATED. 


H 


I. 

AIL  !  (with  eternal  beauty  blefl ! 
O'er  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd  !) 
Hail,  Venus !  'Tis  thy  flave's  requeft. 
Her  peace  may  be  reilor'd  : 
Break  the  fond  bonds,  remove  the  rankling  fmart. 
And  bid  thy  tyrant  fon  from  Sappho's  foul  depart, 

II. 
Once  you  defcendcd.  Queen  of  Love, 

At  Sappho's  bold  defire. 
From  the  high  roofs  of  facrcd  Jove, 
Thy  ever  glorious  fire  1 
I  faw  thy  duiky  pinion'd  fparrows  bear 
Thy  chariot,  rolling,  light,  thro'  the  rejoicing  air, 

III. 
No  tranfient  vifit  you  defign'd. 

Your  wanton  birds  depart ; 
And  with  a  look,  divinely  kind. 
That  footh'd  my  flutt'ring  heart : 
**  Sappho,  fay  you,  Vv'hat  forrow  breaks  thy  reft  ? 
**  How  can  I  give  relief  to  thy  conflidmg  breaft  ? 

*'  Is 


HYMN.  ai 

IV. 

*»'  Is  there  a  youth  feverely  coy, 
"  My  fav'rite  would  fubdue  ? 
«*  Or  has  (he  loft  fome  wand'ring  boy, 
"  To  plighted  vows  untrue  ? 
**  Spread  thy  foft  nets,  the  rambler  Ihall  return, 
*«  And   with  new   lighted  flames,  more   fond,  more 
"  fiercely  burn, 

V. 
«  Thy  proiFer'd  gifts  the'  he  deride, 
'*  And  fcorn  thy  glowing  charms, 
**  Soon  Ihall  his  every  art  be  try'd 
"  To  win  thee  to  his  arms : 
«*  Tho'  he  be  now  as  cold  as  virgin  fnow, 
•«  The   victim,  in  his   turn,  fhall  like   rous*d  JEtna, 
♦«  glow." 

VI. 

Thee,  Goddefs,  I  again  invoke, 

Thefe  mad  defires  remove ! 
Again  I've  felt  the  furious  ftroke 
Of  irrefifUefs  Love : 
Bid  gentle  peace  to  Sappho's  breaft  return. 
Or  make  the  youth  Ihe  loves  with  mutual  ardour  burn. 


VoL.LXIX.  G  ANA- 
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N        A        C        R        E        O        N. 


ODE      LVIir.        Imitated. 


AS  I  wove  with  wanton  care. 
Fillets  for  a  virgin's  hair. 
Culling  for  my  fond  defign. 
What  the  fields,  had  frefh  and  fine  : 
Cupid, — and  I  mark'd  him  well. 
Hid  him  in  a  cowflip  bell ; 
While  he  plum'd  a  pointed  dart. 
Fated  to  inflame  the  heart. 

Glowing  with  malicious  joy. 
Sudden  I  fecur'd  the  boy  ; 
And,  regardlefs  of  his  cries. 
Bore  the  little  frighted  prize 
Wliere  the  mighty  goblet  ftood. 
Teeming  with  a  rofy  flood. 

Urchin,  in  my  rage  I  cry'd. 
What  avails  thy  faucy  pride  ? 
From  thy  bufy  vengeance  free. 
Triumph  now  belongs  to  me ! 
Thus — I  drown  thee  in  my  cup ; 
Thus — in  wine  I  drink  thee  up. 


ANACREON  8j 

Fatal  was  the  nedar'd  draught 
That  to  murder  Love  I  quaff 'd. 
O'er  my  bofom's  fond  domains. 
Now  the  cruel  tyrant  reigns : 
On  my  heart's  moft  tender  firings. 
Striking  with  his  wanton  wings 
I'm  for  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
All  the  infolertce  of  love. 


ANACREON. 

ODE       IX.         Imitated. 
THE 

DOVE. 

TELL  me,  faid  I,  my  beauteous  Dov 
(If  an  ambaffadrcfs  from  Love) 
Tell  me,  on  what  foft  errand  fent. 
Thy  gentle  flight  is  this  way  bent  ? 

Ambrofial  fweets  thy  pinions  fhed 
As  in  the  quivering  breeze  they  fpread! 

A  msffage,  fays  the  bird,  I  bear 
From  fond  Anacreon  to  the  fair ; 
A  virgin  of  celeftial  grace  ! 
The  Venus  of  the  human  race ! 

G  2  Me, 
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Me,  for  an  hymn,  or  amorous  ode. 
The  Paphian  Venus  once  beftow*d 
To  the  fweet  bard ;  for  whom  I'd  fly 
Unwearied  to  the  fartheft  Iky. 

Thro'  the  foft  air  he  bade  me  glide, 
(See,  to  my  wing  his  billet's  ty'd) 
And  told  me,  'twas  his  kind  decree. 
When  I  return'd,  to  fet  me  free. 

'Twould  prove  me  but  a  fimple  bird 
To  take  Anacreon  at  his  word  : 
Why  fhould  I  hide  me  in  the  wood. 
Or  fearch  for  my  precarious  food. 
When  I've  my  mailer's  leave  to  ftand 
Cooing  upon  his  friendly  hand ; 
When  I  can  be  profufely  fed 
With  crumbs  of  his  ambrofial  bread. 
And  welcom'd  to  his  nedar  bowl. 
Sip  the  rich  drops  that  fire  the  foul ; 
'Till  in  fantaflic  rounds  I  fpread 
My  fluttering  pinions  o'er  his  head  : 

Or  if  he  ftrike  the  trembling  wire, 
I  perch  upon  my  fav'rite  lyre ; 
'Till  lull'd  into  luxuriant  refl. 
Sleep  Heals  upon  my  raptur'd  bread. 

Go,  ftranger — to  your  buflnefs — go, 
I've  told  you  all  you  wilh'd  to  know  : 
Go,  ftranger, — and  I  think  you'll  fay. 
This  prattling  Dove's  an  arrant  Jay. 


THE 


C     8?    ] 


THE 


DAN 


ANACREONTIC. 


HARK!  the  fpeaking  ftrings  invite, 
Mufic  calls  us  to  delio;ht : 
See  the  maids  in  meafures  move. 
Winding  like  the  maze  of  love. 
As  they  mingle,  madly  gay. 
Sporting  Hebe  leads  the  way. 

On  each  glowing  cheek  is  fpread, 
Rofy  Cupid's  native  red  ; 
And  from  ev*rv'  fparkling  eye. 
Pointed  darts  at  random  fly. 
Love,  and  aftive  Youth,  advance 
Foremoft  in  the  fprightly  dance. 

As  the  magic  numbers  rife. 
Through  my  veins  the  poifon  flies ; 
Raptures,  not  to  be  expreft. 
Revel  in  my  throbbing  breafl-. 
Jocund  as  we  beat  the  ground. 
Love  and  Harmony  go  round. 

G  3  Every 
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Every  maid  (to  crown  his  blifs) 
Gives  her  youth  a  rofy  kifs ; 
Such  a  kifs  as  might  infpire 
Thrilling  raptures — foft  defire  : 
Such  Adonis  might  receive. 
Such  the  Queen  of  Beauty  gave. 
When  the  conquer'd  Goddefs  ftrove 
(In  the  confcious  myrtle  grove) 
To  inflame  the  boy  with  love. 

Let  not  Pride  our  fports  reftrain, 
Banifli  hence  the  Prude,  Disdain  ! 
Think — ye  virgins,  if  you're  coy. 
Think — ye  rob  yourfelves  of  joy  ; 
Every  moment  you  refufe. 
So  much  extafy  you  lofe  : 
Think — how  fall  thefe  moments  fly  : 
If  you  fhould  too  long  deny. 
Love  and  Beauty  both  will  die. 


} 


} 


ANACREON. 

ODE       XIV.         Imitated. 


w 


H  Y  did  I  with  Love  engage! 
Why  provoke  his  might}-  rage  ! 


True  it  is  the  v/and'ring  cl.ild. 
Met  me  with  an  afpe^l  mild. 

And 
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And  bcfought  me  like  a  friend. 
At  his  gentle  flirine  to  bend. 
True,  from  my  miftaken  pride. 
Due  de\'Otion  was  deny*d, 
^Till  (becaufe  I  would  not  yield) 
Cupid  dar'd  rae  to  the  field. 

Now  I'm  in  my  armour  clafp'd. 
Now  the  mighty  lance  is  grafp'd. 
But  an  Achileian  fpear 
Would  be  ineffectual  here. 
While  the  poifon'd  arrows  fly 
Hot,  as  lightning  from  the  fky* 

Wounded,  thro'  the  woods  I  run. 
Followed  ftill  by  Beauty's  fon. 
Arrows  in  malignant  fhowers. 
Still  the  angry  urchin  pours; 
'Till  exhaufting  all  his  ftore, 
(When  the  quiver  yields  no  more) 
See  the  God — a  living  dart. 
Shoots  him/elf  into  my  heart. 

Freedom  I  muft,  now,  refign. 
Victory,  oh  Love,  is  thine  ! 
What  can  outward  actions  win 
When  the  battle  burns  within  \ 


IMI. 
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IMITATION 


ANACREON. 


T?ILL  me  that  capacious  cup, 
-*-     Fill  it,  to  the  margin  up  ; 
From  my  veins  the  thirfty  day 
Quaffs  the  vital  ftrength  away. 

Let  a  wreath  my  temples  fhield, 
Frefh  from  the  enamell'd  field  ; 
Thefe  declining  rofes  bow, 
Blafted  by  my  fultry  brow. 

Flowrets,  by  their  friendly  aid. 
From  the  Sunbeams  form  a  Ihade : 
Let  me  from  my  heart  require, 
(Glowing  with  intenfe  defire) 

Is  there,  in  the  deepeft  grove. 
Shelter  from  the  Beams  of  Love  ? 


i 


ANA- 
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A        N        A        C        R         E         O  N. 


ODE      XXXIII.        Imitated. 


TO      THE 


WALLOW. 


SO  O  N  as  fumraer  glads  the  (ky. 
Hither,  gentle  bird,  you  fly; 
And  with  golden  funfhine  bleft. 
Build  your  pretty  plafter'd  nefl. 

When  the  feafons  ceafe  to  fmile, 
(Wing'd  for  Memphis  or  the  Nile) 
Charming  bird,  you  difappear 
'  i  ill  the  kind  fucceeding  year. 

Like  the  Swallow,  Love,  depart! 
Refpite  for  a  while  my  heart. 

No,  he'll  never  leave  his  neft. 
Tyrant  tenant  of  my  breaft  ! 
There  a  thoufand  Wishes  try 
On  their  callow  wings  to  fly ; 

There 
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There  you  may  a  thoufand  tell. 
Pertly  peeping  thro'  the  fliell : 
In  a  Hate  unfiniih'd,  rife 
Thoufands  of  a  fmaller  fize. 

'Till  their  noify  chirpings  ceafe. 
Never  (hall  my  heart  have  peace. 

Feather'd  ones  the  younglings  fttd, 
'Till  mature  they're  fit  to  breed ; 
Then,  to  fvvell  the  crowded  (tore. 
They  produce  their  thoufands  more  : 
Nor  can  mighty  numbers  count 
In  my  breaft  their  vaft  amount. 


THE 

PICTURE: 

A  TALE. 

A     Portrait,  at  my  Lord's  command, 
-^  -^  Compleatcd  by  a  curious  hand  : 
For  dabblers  in  the  nice  Fertu 
His  Lordlhip  fet  the  piece  to  view. 
Bidding  their  Connoiffeurfhips  tell. 
Whether  the  work  was  finifh'd  well. 
Why — fays  the  loudeft,  on  my  word, 
'Tis  not  a  Likenr/s,  good  my  Lord ; 


Nor, 
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Nor,  to  be  plain,  for  fpeak  I  mult. 
Can  I  pronounce  one  feature  jufi. 
Another  effort  ftrait  was  made. 
Another  portraiture  effay'd ; 
The  judges  were  again  befought. 
Each  to  deliver  what  he  thought. 
Worfe  than  the  firft — the  critics  bawl ; 
O  what  a  mouth  !  how  monftrous  fmall ! 
Look  at  the  checks — how  lank  and  thin ! 
See,  what  a  moll  prepoit'rous  chin  ! 
After  remonftrance  made  in  vain, 
I'll,  fays  the  painter,  once  again, 
(If  my  good  Lord  vouchfafes  to  fit) 
Try  for  a  more  fuccefsful  hit  : 
If  you'll  to-morrow  deign  to  call. 
We'll  have  a  piece  to  pleafe  you  all. 
To-morrov,'  comes — a  pic'ture's  plac'd 

Before  thofe  fpurious  fons  of  tafte 

In  their  opinions  all  agree. 

This  is  the  vileft  of  the  three. 

**  Know — to  confute  your  envious  pride, 

(His  Lordfhip  from  the  canvas  cry'd) 

**  Know — that  it  is  my  real  face, 

**  Where  you  could  no  refemblance  trace : 

*'  V\t  try'd  you  by  a  lucky  trick, 

**  And  prov'd  your  Gem  us  to  the  quick, 

**  Void  of  all  judgment — juftice — fenfe, 

**  Out — ye  pretending  varlets — hence.'* 

The  ConnoiiTeurs  depart  in  hafte, 

Defpis'd — deteded — and  difgrac'd. 

THE 
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THE 


W  IT  C  H 


A  TALE. 


A  Witch,  that  from  her  ebon  chair. 
Could  hurl  dellrudlion  thro*  the  air. 
Or,  at  her  all  commanding  will. 
Make  the  tumultuous  ocean  ftiil : 
Once,  by  an  incantation  fell, 
(As  the  recording  Druids  tell) 
Pluck'd  the  round  moon,  whofe  radiant  light 
Silver'd  the  fober  noon  of  night. 
From  the  domain  fhe  held  above, 
Down  to  a  dark,  infernal  grove. 

Give  m.e,  the  Goddefs  cry'd,  a  caufe, 
"Why  you  difturb  my  facred  laws  ? 
Look  at  my  train, — yon  wand'ring  hoft  ! 
See  how  the  trembling  ftars  are  loll ! 
Thro'  the  celeftial  regions  wide. 
Why  do  they  range  without  a  guide ! 
Chaos,  from  our  confufion,  may 
Hope  for  his  old  detefted  fway. 


I'm, 
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I'm,  fays  the  Witch,  feverely  croU, 
Know  that  my  fav'rite  Squirrel's  loft  : 

Search for  I'll  have  creation  torn. 

If  he's  not  found  before  the  morn. 

Soon  as  the  impious  charge  was  giv'n — 
From  the  tremendous  ftores  of  heaven, 

Jove  with  a  bolt revengeful! red! 

Struck  the  detelled  monfterdead. 

If  there  are  Haves  to  pity  blind. 
With  power  enough  to  plague  mankind. 
That  for  their  own  nefarious  ends. 
Tread  upon  Freedom  and  her  Friends, 
Let  *em  beware  the  Witch's  fate! 
When  their  prefumption's  at  the  height, 
Jove  will  his  angry  powers  affume. 
And  the  curs'd  mifcreants  m.eet  their  doom. 


REPUTATION: 

AN       ALLEGORY. 

TO  travel  far  as  the  wide  world  extends. 
Seeking  for  objeds  that  deferv'd  their  care. 
Virtue  fet  forth,  with  two  feleded  friends. 
Talent  refin'd,  and  Reputation  fair. 

As 
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As  they  went  on,  in  their  intended  round. 

Talent  firft  fpoke,  *'  My  gentle  comrades,  fay, 

«<  Where  each  of  you  may  probably  be  found, 
<*  Should  Accident  divide  us  on  the  way. 

**  If  torn  ((he  added)  from  my  lov'd  allies, 

**  A  friendly  patronage  I  hope  to  find, 
«*  Where  the  fine  arts  from  cultivation  rife, 

**  And  the  fweet  mufe  hath  harmonized  mankind." 

Says  Virtue,  "  Did  Sincerity  appear, 

**  Or  meek-ey'd  Charity  among  the  great ; 

**  Could  I  find  courtiers  from  corruption  clear, 
**  *Tis  among  thefe  I'd  feek  for  my  retreat. 

**  Could  I  find  patriots,  for  the  public  weal 
*'  Afiiduous,  and  without  their  felfilh  views  ; 

»*  Could  I  find  priefts  of  undiiTembled  zeal, 
♦♦  "Fis  among  thofe  my  refidcnce  I'd  chufe. 

**  In  glitt'ring  domes  let  Luxury  refide ; 

*'  I  mult  be  found  in  fome  feuuefter'd  cell, 
**  Far  from  the  paths  of  avarice  or  pride, 

**  Where  home-bred  happinefs  delights  to  dwell.'* 

**  Ye  may  be  trac'd,  my  gentle  friends,  'tis  true, 
"   But  who  (diys  Reputation)  can  explore 

**  My  flipp'ry  ileps  ? Keep,  ketp  mc  in  your  \'iew, 

**  If  V m  Gnu  loji y  jQuUl  fieuer  fnd  ?ne  more," 
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THE 

ROSE     AND     BUTTERFLY: 
A         FABLE. 

AT  day's  early  dawn  a  gay  Butterfly  fpied 
A  budding  young  Rofe,  and  he  wiAi'd  her  hit- 
bride : 
She  blufh'd  when  fne  heard  him  his  pafTion  declare,. 
And  tenderly  told  him — he  need  not  delpair. 

Their  faith  was  foon  plighted,  as  lovers  will  do. 
He  fwore  to  be  conilant*  flie  vow'd  to  be  true. 


} 


It  had  not  been  prud.ent  to  deal  with  delay. 
The  bloom  of  a  rofe  paifes  quickly  away. 
And  the  pride  of  a  butterfly  dies  in  a  day. 

When  wedded,  away  the  wing'J  gentleman  hies. 
From  flow'ret  to  flow 'ret  he  wantonly  flies ; 
Nor  did  he  reviiit  his  bride,  'till  the  fun 
Had  lefs  than  one-fourth  of  his  journey  to  rtm. 

The  Rofe  thus  reproach'd  him — '  Already  fo  cold  f 
*  How  feign'd,  O  you  falfe  one,  the  pafiion  you  told  I 
'  'Tis  an  age  fince  you  left  nie  :'  She  meant  a  fevv 

hours ; 
But  fuch  we'll  fuppofe  the  fond  language  of  flowers  : 

*  I  faw 
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I  faw  when  you  gave  the  bafe  violet  a  kifs : 

How how  could  you  ftoop  to  a  meannefs  like  this  ? 

Shall  a  low,  little  wretch,  whom  we  Rofcs  defpife. 
Find  favour,  O  love !  in  my  Butterfly's  eyes  ? 
On  a  tulip,  quite  tawdry,  I  faw  your  fond  rape,' 
Nor  yet  could  the  pitiful  primrofe  efcape  : 
Dull  daffodils  too,  were  with  ardour  addrefs'd. 
And  poppies,  ill-fcented,  you  kindly  carefs'd.* 

The  coxcomb  was  piqu'd,  and  reply'd  with  a  fneer. 
That  you're  iirft  to  complain,  I  commend  you,  my 

*  dear! 

But  know,  from  your  condud  my  maxims  I  drew. 
And  if  I'm  inconftant,  I  copy  from  you, 

I  faw  the  boy  Zephirus  rifle  your  charms, 
I  faw  how  you  fjmper'd  and  fmil'd  in  his  arms ; 
The  honey-bee  kifs'd  you,  you  cannot  difown. 
You  favour'd  befides — O  difhonour! — a  drone; 
Yefworfe — 'tis  a  crime  that  you  muft  not  deny. 
Your  fweets  were  made  common,  falfe  Rofe,  to  a 

*  fly/ 


M 


L. 


This  law,  long  ago,  did  Love's  Providence  make. 
That  ev'ry  Coquet  (hould  be  curs'd  with  a  Rake. 


THE 
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THE 


SHEEP    AND    THE    BRAMBLE-BUSH: 


FABLE. 


AThick-twii'^ed  brake,  in  the  time  of  a  ftorra, 
Seem'd  kindly  to  cover  a  flieep : 
So  fnug,  for  a  while,  he  lay  fhelter'd  and  warm. 
It  quietly  footh'd  him  afleep. 

The   clouds   are  now    fcatter'd  —  the  winds   are   ac 
peace ; 

The  fheep  to  his  pafture  inclin'd  : 
But  ah !  the  fell  thicket  lays  hold  of  his  fleece. 

His  coat  is  left  forfeit  behind. 

My  friend,  who  the  thicket  of  law  never  try'd, 

Confider  before  you  get  in  ; 
Tho'   judgement   and    fentence   are   pafs'd    on   your 
fide. 

By  Jove,  you'll  be  fleec'd  to  the  fkin. 


Vol.  LXIX.  H  THE 
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THE 
FOX  AND  THE  CAT 

A        FABLE. 

TH  E  Fox  and  the  Cat,  as  they  travelFd  one  day. 
With  moral  difcourfes  cut  Ihorter  the  way  : 
«  'Tis  great  (fays  the  Fox)  to  make  juflice  our  guide  I* 

*  How  godlike  is  mercy !'  Grimalkin  reply 'd. 

Whilft  thus  they  proceeded, — a  Wolf  from  the  wood. 
Impatient  of  hunger,  and  thirfting  for  blood, 
Rulh'd  forth — as  he  faw  the  dull  fhcpherd  afleep. 
And  feiz'd  for  his  fupper  an  innocent  Sheep. 

*  In  vain,  wretched  vidim,  for  mercy  you  bleat, 

«  When  mutton's  at  hand,  (fays  the  Wolf)  I  muft  eat/ 

Grimalkin's  aftonidi'd, — the  Fox  ftood  aghafl. 
To  fee  the  fell  beaft  at  his  bloody  repaft. 

*  What  a  wretch,  (fays  the  Cat) — 'tis   the  vileft  of 

*  brutes : 

*  Does   he   feed   upon   flelh,    when   there's   herbage, 

*  and  roots  ?' 

Cries  the  Fox — «  While  our  oaks  give  us  acorns  fo  good, 
«  What  a  tyrant  is  this,  to  fpill  innocent  blood  ?' 

Well, 
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Well,  onward  they  march'd,  and  they  moraliz'd  ftill, 
'Till  they  came  where  fome  poultry  pick'd  chaff  by  a 

mill ; 
Sly  Re\Tiard  furvey'd  them  with  gluttonous  eyes. 
And  made  (fpite  of  morals)  a  pullet  his  prize. 

A  Moufe  too,  that  chanc'd  from  her  covert  to  ftray. 
The  greedy  Grimalkin  fecur'd  as  her  prey, 

A  Spider  that  fat  in  her  web  on  the  wall, 
Perceiv'd  the  poor  vidims,  and  pity'd  their  fall; 

She  cry'd *  Of  fuch  murders  howguiltlefs  am  IT 

So  ran  to  regale  on  a  new  taken  fly. 

Moral. 

The  faults  of  our  neighbours  with  freedom  we  blame. 
But  tax  not  ourfelves,  tho'  we  praiflife  the  fame. 


H  Y  M  E  N. 

WHE  X  Chloe,  with  a  bluOi  comply'd. 
To  be  the  fond  Nicander's  bride. 
His  wild  imagination  ran 
On  raptures  never  known  by  man. 
How  high  the  tides  of  fancy  fwell, 
Expreflion  muil  defpair  to  tell. 

Hz  A  painter 
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A  painter  call'd, Nicander  cries, 

**  Defcending  from  the  radiant  Ikies, 
*«  Draw  me  a  bright,  a  beauteous  boy, 
**  The  herald  of  connubial  joy  ! 
♦*  Draw  him  with  all  peculiar  care, 
'*  Make  him  beyond  Adonis  fair; 
<*  Give  to  his  cheeks  a  rofeate  hue, 
**  Let  him  have  eyes  of  heav'nly  blue, 
"  Lips  foft'ning  in  nedarious  dew ; 
**  A  luftre  o'er  his  charms  difplay, 
**  More  glorious  than  the  beams  of  day. 
**  Expert,  Sir,  if  you  can  fucceed, 
**  A  premium  for  a  Prince  indeed." 

His  talents  ftreight  the  painter  try'd. 
And  ere  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd, 
A  pi  dure  in  the  nobleil  taile 
Before  the  fond  Nicander  plac'd. 

The  lover  thus  arraign'd  his  Ikill, 

"'  Your  execution's  monftrous  ill! 

*'  A  different  form  my  fancy  made ; 

"  You're  quite  a  bungler  at  the  trade. 

•"^  Where  is  the  robe's  luxuriant  flow  ? 

'*  Where  is  the  cheek's  celeftial  glow  ? 

*'  Where  are  the  looks  fo  fond  and  free  ? 

•^  'Tis  not  an  Hymen,  Sir,  for  me." 

The  painter  bow'd — with  this  reply, 
**  My  colours  an't,  your  Honour,  dr}' ; 


When 
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"  When  time  has  mellow 'd  ev'ry  tint, 
"  'Twill  pleafe  you — or  the  deuce  is  in't  : 
"  I'll  watch  the  happy  change,  and  then 
"  Attend  you  with  my  piece  again." 

In  a  few  months  the  painter  came 
With  a  performance — (ftill  tlie  fame  :) 

**  Take  it  away," — the  hufband  cry'd, 
**  I  have  repeated  caufe  to  chide  : 
**  Sir,  you  lliould  all  exceffes  fhun ; 
**  This  is  a  pidiire  overdone  ! 
"  There's  too  much  ardour  in  that  eye, 
*'  The  tindure  on  the  cheeks  too  high! 
**  The  robes  have  a  lafcivious  play, 
**  The  attitude's  too  loofely  gay. 
**  Friend,  on  the  whole,  this  piece,  for  me, 
"  Is  too  luxuriant — far  too  free.** 

The  painter  thus — **  The  faults  you  find 
*'  Are  form'd  in  your  capricious  mind  ; 
"  To  paffion  a  devoted  flave, 
'*  The  hrfl  directions.  Sir,  you  gave; 
**  PolTelTion  has  repell'd  the  fiame, 
*'   Nor  left  a  fentiment  the  fame. 

**  My  pi(fture  is  defign'd  to  prove 
"  The  changes  of  precarious  love. 

*'  On  the  next  ftair-cafe  rais'd  on  high, 
**  Regard  it  with  a  curious  eye ; 

H  3  Ab 
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'<  As  to  the  firft  fteps  you  proceed, 
**  'Tis  an  accomplifh'd  piece  indeed  I 
**  But  as  you  mount  fome  paces  higher, 
"  Is  there  a  grace  that  don't  expire  ?'* 

So  various  is  the  human  mind. 
Such  are  the  frailties  of  mankind. 
What  at  a  diftance  charm'd  our  eyes,       * 
After  attainment — droops — and  dies. 


FORTUNE: 

A    N 

APOLOGUE. 

FABULA       NARRATUR. 
I. 

JOVE  and  his  fenators,  in  fage  debate 
For  Man's  felicity,  were  fettling  laws. 
When  a  rude  roar  that  fhook  the  facred  gate, 
Turn'd  their  attention  to  enquire  the  caufe. 

II. 
A  long-ear'd  wretch,  the  loudeft  of  his  race. 

In  the  rough  garniture  of  grief  array'd. 
Came  brawling  to  the  high  imperial  place, 

"  Let  me  have  juflice,  Jupiter  !" — he  bray'd. 

"  I  am 
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III. 
<*  I  am  an  Afs,  of  innocence  allow'd 

**  The  type,  yet  Fortune  perfecutes  me  ftill; 
**  While  foxes,  wolves,  'and  all  the  murd'ring  crowd, 

*^  Beneath  her  patronage  can  rob  and  kill. 
IV. 
'*  The  pamper'd  horfe  (he  never  toil'd  fo  hard !) 

**  Favour'and  friendfliip  from  his  owner  finds  ; 
**  For  endlefs  diligence, — (a  rongh  reward  !) 

"  I'm  cudgel'd  by  a  race  of  paltry  hinds. 

V, 

'^  On  wretched  provender  compelled  to  feed  ! 

"  The  rugged  pavement  ev'ry  night  my  bed ! 
**  For  me,  dame  Fortune  never  yet  decreed 
«*  The  gracious  comforts  of  a  well-thatch'd  flied- 

VI . 

"   Rough  and  unfeemly's  my  irreverent  hide ! 

**  Where  can  I  vifit,  thus  uncouthly  dreft  ? 
"  That  outfide  elegance  the  dame  deny'd, 

**  For  which  her  fav'rites  are  too  oft  carefs'd. 

VII . 

"  To  fuif'ring  virtue,  facred  Jove,  be  kind  ! 

♦*  From  Fortune's  tyranny  pronounce  mc  free! 
♦*  She's  a  deceiver  if  (he  fays  (he's  blind, 

**  She  fees,  propitioufly  fees  all — but  me." 

VIII. 

The  plaintiiF  could  articulate  no  more  ; 

His  bofom  heav'd  a  moft  tremendous  groan ! 
The  race  of  long  ear'd  wretches  join'd  the  roar, 

'l^ill  Jove  feenvd  tott'ring  on  his  high-built  throne, 
H  4  The 
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IX. 

The  Monarch,  with  an  all-commanding  found, 

(Deepen'd  like  thunder  thro'  the  rounds  of  fpace) 
Gave  order, — That  dame  Fortune  (hould  be  found. 

To  anfwer,  as  fhe  might,  the  plaintiiF's  cafe. 
X. 
Soldiers  and  citizens,  a  feemly  train  ! 

And  lawyers  and  phyficians,  fought  her  cell : 
With  many  a  fchoolman— But  their  fearch  was  vain  : 

Few  can  the  refidence  of  Fortune  tell. 

XI. 
Where  the  wretch  Avarice  was  wont  to  hide 

His  gold,  his  emeralds,  and  rubies  rare ; 
'Twas  rumour'd  that  dame  Fortune  did  refide. 

And  Jove's  ambaffadors  were  polled  there. 

XII. 
Meagre  and  wan,  in  tatter'd  garments  dreft, 

A  feeble  porter  at  the  gate  they  found  : 
Doubled  with  wretchednefs — with  age  diftrefl-. 
And  on  his  wrinkled  forehead  Famine  frown'd. 
XIII. 
"  Mortals  avaunt,  (the  trembling  fpedre  cries) 

**  Ere  you  invade  thofe  facred  haunts,  beware! 
*'  To  guard  Lord  Avarice  from  rude  furprize, 
**  I  am  the  centinel — my  name  is  Care. 
XIV. 
•*  Doubts,  Difappoiiitments,  Anarchy  of  mind, 
**  Thefe  are  the  foldiers  that  furronnd  his  hall : 
**  And  ev'ry  Fury  that  can  lafh  mankind, 

**  Rage,  Rancour,  and  Revenge  attend  his  call. 

*'  For- 
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XV. 
"•   Fortune's  gone  forth,  you  feek  a  wand'ringdame, 

"  A  fettled  refidence  the  harlot  fcorns : 
"  Curfe  on  fuch  vifitants,  {lie  never  came, 
*'  But  with  a  cruel  hand  fhe  fcatter'd  thorns  ! 
XVI. 
"  To  the  green  vale,  yon  (helt'ring  hills  furround, 

**  Go  forward,  you'll  arrive  at  Wifdom's  cell : 
'*  Would  you  be  taught  where  Fort  u  x  e  may  be  found, 
*•  None  can  dired  your  anxious  fearch  fo  well." 
XVII. 
Forward  they  v.-ent,  o'er  many  a  dreary  fpot : 

(Rough  was  the  road,  as  if  untrod  before) 
'Till  from  the  cafement  of  a  low-roof 'd  cot 

Wifdom  perceiv'd  them,  and  unbarr'd  her  door. 

xviir. 
Wifdom,  (fhe  knew  of  Fortune  but  the  name) 

Gave  to  their  queflions  a  ferene  reply  : 
'*  Hither,  (ih^e  faid)  if  e'er  that  Goddefs  came, 
**  I  faw  her  not — (he  pafs'd  unnotic'd  by. 
XIX. 
♦'  Abroad  with  Contemplation  oft  I  roam, 
*'  And  leave  to  Poverty  my  humble  cell : 
"  She's  my  domeliic,  never  ftirs  from  home, 
"  If  Fortune  has  been  here,  'tis  fhe  can  tell. 
XX. 
**  The  matron  eyes  us  from  yon  mantling  fhade, 

"  And  fee  her  fober  footileps  this  way  bent! 
*'  Mark  by  her  f.de  a  little  rofc-lipp'd  maid, 

'*   "Tis  my  young  daughter,  and  her  name's  Content.'* 

As 
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XXI, 
As  Poverty  advanc'd  with  lenient  grace, 

**  Fortune  ((he  cry'd)  hath  never  yet  been  here  : 
**  But  Hope,  a  gentle  neighbour  of  this  place, 

''  Tells  me,  her  highnefs  may,  in  time,  appear. 
XXII. 
**  Felicity,  no  dciibt,  adorns  their  lot, 

«*  On  whom  her  golden  bounty  beams  divine! 
«'   Yet  tho'  Ihe  never  reach  our  ruuic  cot, 

"  Patience  v/ill  vifit  us — we  uia'n't  repine." 

XXIII. 

After  a  vafc  (but  unavailing)  round. 

The  melTengers  returning  in  dcfpair. 
On  an  high  hill  a  fairy  manfion  found. 

And  hop'd  the  Goddefs,  Fortu  n  e,  might  be  there. 
XXIV. 
The  dome,  fo  glitt'ring,  it  amaz'd  the  fight, 

('Tv/as  adamant,  with  gems  encrufled  o'er) 
Had  not  a  cafement  to  admit  the  li;^ht. 

Nor  could  Jove's  deputies  defcry  the  door, 
XXV. 
But  eager  to  conclude  a  tedious  chace. 

And  anxious  to  return  from  whence  they  came. 
Thrice  they  invok'd  the  Genius  of  the  place. 

Thrice  utter'd,  awfully,  Jove's  facred  name. 

XXVI. 
As  Echo  from  the  hill  announc'd  high  Jove, 

Iliufion  and  her  fairy  dome  withdrew  : 
{Like  the  light  mills  by  early  funbeams  drove) 

And  Fort  une  ftood  reveal'd  to  public  view. 

ort 
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XXVII. 
0:t  for  that  happinefs  high  courts  deny'd. 

To  this  receptacle  dame  Fortune  ran: 
When  harrafs'd,  it  was  here  Ihe  us'd  to  hide. 

From  the  wild  fuits  of  difcontented  Man. 
XXVlll. 
Profirate,  the  delegates  their  charge  declare, 

(Happy  the  courtier  that  falutes  her  feet !) 
Fortune  receiv'd  them  with  a  flatt'ring  air. 

And  join'd  them  'till  they  reach'd  Jove's  judgment 

feat. 

XXIX. 

Men  of  all  ranks  at  that  illuftrious  place 

Were  gather'd  ;  tho'  from  difF'rent  motives  keen  ; 
Many — to  fee  dame  Fortune's  radiant  face. 

Many — by  radiant  Fortune  to  be  f^en, 
XXX. 
Jove  fmil'd,  as  on  a  fav'rite  he  efteems. 

He  gave  her,  near  his  ov.  n,  a  golden  feat : 
Fair  Fortune's  an  adventurer,  it  feems. 

The  deities  themfelves  are  glad  to  greet, 
XXXI. 
**  Daughter,  (fays  J  upiter)  you're  fore  accus'd ! 

'*  Clamour  inceffantly  reviles  your  name! 
**  "^f  by  the  rancour  of  that  wTetch  abus'd, 

**  Be  confident,  and  vindicate  your  fame. 
XXXil. 
"  Tho'  pefter'd  daily  with  complaints  from  Man, 

**  Through  this  conviction  I  record  them  not — 
**  Let  my  kind  providence  do  all  it  can,  . 

**  None  of  that  fpecics  ever  lik'd  his  lot. 

"  But 
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XXXIII. 

*'  But  the  poor  quadrupede  that  now  appeals ! 

**  Can  wanton  cruelty  the  weak  purfue ! 

**  Large  is  the  catalogue  of  woes  he  feels, 

**  And  all  his  wretchednefs  he  lays  to  you." 

XXXIV. 

**  Alk  him,  high  Jupiter — ( reply 'd  the  dame) 

**  In  what  he  has  exceli'd  his  lonir-ear'd  clafs  ? 

o 

'*  Is  Fortune  (a  divinity)  to  blame 

**  That  ihe  defcends  not  to  regard an  Afs  ?'* 

XXXV. 
Fame  enter'd  in  her  rolls  the  fage  reply ; 

The  dame,  defendant,  was  difcharg'd  with  grace ! 
**  Go — (to  the  plaintiff,  faid  the  Sire)  and  try 

**  By  merit  to  furmount  your  low-born  race. 
XXXVI. 
**  Learn  from  the  Lion  to  be  juil  and  brave, 

*«  Take  from  the  Elephant  inftrudion  wife; 
**  With  gracious  breeding  like  the  Horfe  behave, 

*♦  Nor  the  fagacity  of  Hounds  defpife. 
XXXVII. 
**  Thefe  ufeful  qualities  with  care  imbibe, 

**  For  which  feme  quadrupcdes  are  juftly  priz'd  : 
**  Attain  thofe  talents  that  adorn  each  tribe, 

♦*  And  you'll  no  longer  be  a  wretch  defpis'd." 


A    MAN 
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A      MAN      TO      M    Y      M     I     N     D. 
(wrote   at  the  request  of  a   lady.) 

I. 

SINCE   wedlock's    in   vogue,    and   ftale   virgins 
defpis'd. 
To  all  batchelors  greeting,  thefe  lines  are  premis'd ; 
I'm  a  maid  that  would  marry,  but  where  (hall  I  find 
(I  wifli  not  for  fortune)  a  man  to  my  mind  ? 

II. 
Not  the  fiir-weather  fop,  fond  of  fafhion  and  lace  ; 
Not  the  'fquire,  that  can  wake  to  no  joys  but  the  chace  j 
Not  the  free-thinking  rake,  whom  no  morals  can  bind  : 
Neither  this — that — nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 

III. 

Not  the  rnby-fac'd  fot,  that  topes  world  without  end  ; 
Not  the  drone,  who  can't  reliili  his  bottle  and  friend  ; 
Not  the  fool,  that's  too  fond;    nor  the  churl  that's 

unkind  : 
Neither  this — that — nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 

IV. 

Not  the  wretch   with  full  bags,  without  breeding  or 

merit ; 
Not  the  Flalh,  that*s  all  fury  without  any  fpirit ; 

Not 
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Not  the  fine  mafter  Fribble,  the  fcorn  of  mankind  : 
Neither  this — that — nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 

V. 

But  the  youth  in  whom  merit  and  fenfe  may  confpire. 
Whom  the  brave  mull   eileem,   and    the   fair   (hould 

admire ; 
In  whofe  heart  love  and  truth  are  with  honour  combin'd: 
This — this — and  no  other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 


WITH        A 

PRESENT. 

I. 

LE  T  not  the  hand  of  Amity  be  nice  ! 
Nor  the  poor  tribute  from  the  heart  difclaim ; 
A  trifle  Ihall  become  a  pledge  of  price. 

If  friendfhip  ftamps  it  with  her  facred  name, 

II. 
The  little  rofe  that  laughs  upon  its  ftem. 

One  of  the  fweets  with  which  the  gardens  teem. 
In  value  foars  above  an  caftern  gem. 

If  tender 'd  as  the  token  of  elteem. 

III. 
Had  I  vaft  hoards  of  maOy  wealth  to  fend, 

Such  as  your  merits  might  demand — their  due ! 
Then  fiiould  the  golden  tribute  of  your  friend 
Rival  the  rreafures  of  the  rich  Peru. 

FANC  Y 


[  III  1 

F  A  N  C  Y  : 

A  SONG   IN   A  Pantomime    E  n  t  e  r  t  a  i  n  m  e  n  t.' 


P^  A  N  C  Y  leads  the  fetter'd  fenfes 
Captives  to  her  fond  controul ; 
Merit  may  have  rich  pretences. 
But  'tis  Fancy  fires  the  foul. 

II. 

Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  meaning 
Fancy  flies,  a  fairy  Queen! 

Fancy,  wit  and  worth  difdaining, 
G  i ves  the  prize  to  Harlequin. 

III. 
If  the  virgin's  falfe,  forgive  her. 

Fancy  was  your  only  foe  : 
Cupid  claims  the  dart  and  quiver. 

But  'tis  Fancy  twaiigs  the  bow. 


LOVE 
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LOVE      AND      CHASTITY: 
A       CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE. 

FROM  the  high  mount*,  whence  facred  grovei 
depend, 
Diana  and  her  virgin  troop  defcend  ; 
And  while  the  bufkin'd  maids  with  adive  care. 
The  bufmefs  of  the  daily  chace  prepare, 
A  favourite  nymph  fteps  forward  from  the  throng. 
And  thus,  exulting,  fwells  the  jovial  fong. 

A       I       R. 

Jolly  Health    fprings  aloft   at  the   loud   founding 
horn, 

Unlock'd  from  foft  s  l  u  m  b  e  r's  embrace  ; 
And  Joy  fmgs  an  hymn  to  falute  the  fvveet  morn. 

That  fmilcs  on  the  nymphs  of  the  chace  : 
The  rage  of  fell  Cupid  no  bofom  prophanes. 

No  rancour  difturbs  our  delight. 
All  the  day  with  freih  vigour  we  fweep  o'er  the 
plains. 

And  lleep  with  contentment  all  night. 

*■  Mount  Latmos. 

R  E  C  I  T. 


LOVE    AND    CHASTITY.  115 


J 

e,      I 
u      J 


R    E    C    I    T, 

Their  clamour  rous*d  the  flighted  God  of  Love 
He  flies,  indignant,  to  the  facred  grove : 
Immortal  myrtles  wreath  his  golden  hair. 
His  rofy  wings  perfume  the  wanton  air ; 
Two  quivers  fiU'd  with  darts  his  fell  defigns  declare. 
A  crimfon  blufh  o'erfpread  Diana's  face, 
A  frown  fucceeds — She  flops  the  fpringing  chace, 
And  thus,  forbids  the  boy  the  confecrated  place. 

A       1       R, 

Fond  difturber  of  the  heart. 
From  thefe  facred  fhades  depart : 
Here's  a  blooming  troop  difdains 
Love,  and  his  fantaftic  chains. 
Sifters  of  the  filver  bow. 
Pure  and  chafte  as  virgin  fnow. 
Melt  not  at  thy  feeble  fires. 
Wanton  God  of  wild  defires ! 

REGIT. 

Rage  and  revenge  divide  Love's  little  brcaft, 
VVhilft  thus  the  angry  Goddefs  he  addreft ; 

AIR. 

Virgin  fnow  does  oft  remain 
Long  unmelted  on  the  plain, 
'Till  the  glorious  God  of  day 
Smiles,  and  waftes  its  pride  away. 
Vol.  LXIX.  I  What 
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What  is  Sol's  meridian  fire 
To  the  darts  of  ftrong  defire  I 
Love  can  light  a  raging  flame 
Hotter  than  his  noontide  beam. 

REGIT. 

Now,  through  the  foreft's  brown  embower'd  ways. 
With  carelefs  fteps  the  young  Endymion  ftrays : 
His  form  eredl ! — loofe  flows  his  lovely  hair. 
His  glowing  cheeks  like  youthful  Hebe's  fair ! 
His  graceful  limbs  with  eafe  and  vigour  move. 
His  eyes — his  ev'ry  feature  form'd  for  love  : 
Around  the  lift'ning  woods  attentive  hung, 
Whilft  thus,  in\oking  lleep,  the  lliepherd  fung  : 

A       I       R. 

Where  the  pebbled  ftreamlet  glides 

Near  the  wood  nymph's  ruftic  grot. 
If  the  God  of  Sleep  rcfides^ 

Or  in  Pan's  fequefter'd  cot : 
Hither  if  he'll  lightly  tread, 

Follow'd  by  a  gentle  dream^ 
We'll  enjoy  this  graffy  bed. 

On  the  bank  befide  the  ftream. 

REGIT. 

As  on  the  painted  turf  the  (hepherd  lies. 
Sleep's  downy  curtain  (hades  his  lovely  eyes ; 
And  now  a  fporting  breeze  his  bofom  fhews. 
As  marble  fmooth,  and  white  as  Alpine  fnows : 

The 
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The  Goddefs  gaz'd,  in  magic  foftnefs  bound ; 

Her  filver  bow  falls  ufelefs  to  the  ground  ! 

Love  laugh'd,  and,  fure  of  conqueft,  wing'd  a  dart 

Unerring,  to  her  undefended  heart. 

She  feels  in  ev'ry  vein  the  fatal  fire. 

And  thus  perfuades  her  virgins  to  retire  : 


I. 

Ye  tender  maids  be  timely  wife  I 
Love's  wanton  fury  fhun  ! 

In  flight  alone  your  fafety  lies. 
The  daring  are  undone  I 

II. 

Do  blue-ey'd  doves,  ferenely  mild. 
With  vultures,  fell,  engage  ! 

Do  lambs  provoke  the  lion  wild. 
Or  tempt  tlie  tyger's  rage  ! 

III. 

No,  no,  like  fawns,  ye  virgins  fly. 

To  fee  ret  cells  remove  ; 
Nor  dare  the  doubtful  combat  try 

'Twixt  Chastity  and  Love, 


AMPHI- 
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AMPHITRION. 

RECITATIVE. 

AMphitrion  and  his  bride,  a  godlike  pair! 
He  brave  as  Mars,  and  fhe  as  Venus  fair  ; 
On  thrones  of  gold  in  purple  triumph  plac'd. 
With  matchlefs  fplendour  held  the  nuptial  feaft : 
Whilft  the  high  roof  with  loud  applaufes  rung, 
Enraptur'd,  thus,  the  happy  hero  fung : 

AIR. 

Was  mighty  Jove  defcending. 

In  all  his  wrath  divine, 
Enrag'd  at  my  pretending 

To  call  this  charmer  mine  : 
His  (hafts  of  bolted  thunder 

With  boldnefs  I'd  deride  ; 
Not  Heav'n  itfelf  can  funder 

The  hearts  that  love  has  ty'd, 

REGIT. 

The  Thunderer  heard,— he  looked  with  vengeance 
down, 
'Till  beauty's  glance  difarm'd  his  awful  frown. 
The  magic  impulfe  of  Alcmena's  eyes 
Compell'd  the  conquer'd  God  to  quit  his  (kies ; 
He  feign'd  the  hulband's  form,  poiTefs'd  her  charms. 
And  punilh'd  his  prefumption  in  her  arms. 

A  I  li. 
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A    I    R. 

He  deferves  fublimeft  pleafure. 

Who  reveals  it  not,  when  won  : 
Beauty's  like  the  mifer's  treafure ; 

Boaft  it — and  the  fool's  undone ! 

Learn  by  this,  unguarded  lover. 

When  your  fee  ret  fighs  prevail. 
Not  to  let  your  tongue  difcover 

Raptures  that  you  fhould  conceal. 


ANACREON. 

ODE       XIX.         Imitated. 

OL  D  Earth,  when  in  a  tipling  vein. 
Drinks  torrents  of  ambrofial  rain. 
Which  the  tall  trees,  by  heat  oppreft. 
Drink  from  her  kind  maternal  breaft : 

Left  angry  Ocean  fhould  be  dry. 
The  river  Gods  their  ftores  fupply  : 
The  Monarch  of  the  glowing  day- 
Drinks  large  potations  from  the  fea : 

And  the  pale  Emprefs  of  the  night 
Drinks  from  his  orb  propitious  light : 
All — all  things  drink — abftemious  fageF 
Why  ihould  not  we  our  thirft  affuage  ? 

1  3  NEW- 
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NEWCASTLE      BEER. 

I. 

WHEN    Fame  brought  the    news   of  Great- 
Britain's  fuccefs. 
And  told  at  Olympus  each  Gallic  defeat ; 
Glad  Mars  fent  by  Mercury  orders  exprefs. 
To  fummon  the  Deities  all  to  a  treat : 
Blithe  Comus  was  plac'd 
To  guide  the  gay  feaft. 
And  freely  declar'd  there  was  choice  of  good  cheer  5 
Yet  vow'd  to  his  thinking. 
For  exquifite  drinking. 
Their  Nedlar  was  nothing  to  Nevvcaftle  Beer. 

II. 

The  great  God  of  war,  to  encourage  the  fun. 
And  humour  the  tafte  of  his  whimfical  gueft. 

Sent  a  meflage  that  moment  to  Moor's  *  for  a  tun 
Of  Stingo,  the  ftouteft,  the  brighteft,  and  beft  ; 
No  Gods — they  all  fwore, 
Regal'd  fo  before. 

With  liquor  fo  lively,  fo  potent,  and  clear  : 
And  each  deified  fellow- 
Got  jovially  mellow. 

In  honour,  brave  boys,  of  our  Newcaftle  Beer. 

♦  Moor's,  at  the  fign  of  the  Sun,  NewcafUe. 

Apollo 


f 
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III, 
Apollo  perceiving  his  talents  refine. 

Repents  he  drank  Helicon  water  fo  long: 
He  bow'd,  being  aik'd  by  the  mufical  Nine, 
And  gave  the  gay  board  an  extempore  fong : 
But  ere  he  began, 
He  tofs'd  off  his  cann  : 
There's  nought  like  good  liquor  the  fancy  to  clear  : 
Then  fang  with  great  merit. 
The  flavour  and  fpirit. 
His  Godfhip  had  found  in  our  Newcaftle  Beer. 

IV. 

'Twas  Stingo  like  this  made  Alcides  fo  bold. 

It  brac'd  up  his  nerves,  and  enliven'd  his  pow'rs ; 
And  his  myftical  club,  that  did  wonders  of  old. 
Was  nothing,  my  lads,  but  fuch  liquor  as  ours. 

The  horrible  crew 

That  Hercules  flew. 
Were  Poverty — Calumny — Trouble — and  Fear  ; 

Such  a  clab  would  you  borrow. 

To  drive  away  forrow. 
Apply  for  a  Jorum  of  Newcaftle  Beer. 

V. 

Ye  youngfters,  fo  diffident,  languid  and  pale. 
Whom  love,  like  the  cholic,  fo  rudely  infefts ; 

Take  a  cordial  of  this,  'twill  probatum  prevail. 
And  drive  the  cur  Cupid  away  from  your  breafts : 
I  4  Dull 
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Dull  whining  defpife. 

Grow  rofy  and  wife. 
Nor  longer  the  jeft  of  good  fellows  appear  i 

Bid  adieu  to  your  folly. 

Get  drunk  and  be  jolly. 
And  fmoke  o'er  a  tankard  of  Newcaftlc  Beer. 

VI. 

Ye  fanciful  folk,  for  whom  phyfic  prefcribes. 

Whom  bolus  and  potion  have  harafs*d  to  death  ! 
Ye  wretches,  whom  law  and  her  ill-looking  tribes. 
Have  hunted  about  'till  you're  quite  out  of  breath ! 

Here's  fhelter  and  eafe. 

No  craving  for  fees. 
No  danger, — no  dodor, — no  bailiff  is  near ! 

Your  fpirits  this  raifes. 

It  cures  your  difeafes, 
Tliere's  freedom  and  health  in  our  Newcaftle  Beer, 


THE 
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THE 

T  O  A  S  T  : 

A        CATCH. 

GIVE  THE  TOAST — my  good  fellow,  be  jovial 
and  gay. 
And  let  the  brifk  moments  pafs  jocund  away ! 
Here's  the  Kixg — take  your  bumpers,  my  brave 

Britifh  fouls, 
WTio  guards  your  fair  freedom  Ihould  crown  your  full 

bowls. 
Let  him  live — long  and  happy,  fee  Lewis  brought 

down. 
And  tafle  all  the  comforts,  no  cares  of  a  crown. 


A 

THREE-PART      CATCH. 

J""  j  ^  I  S   IN   VIEW — (the  rich  blefTmg  kind   nature 

A  beftow'd. 

To  conquer  our  forrows,  or  lighten  the  load) 
A  FULL  Flask  ! — the  rich  neclar  this  bottle  contains 
h\  a  flood  of  frefh  rapture  (hall  roll  through  our  veins. 
Let  it  bleed — and  caroufmg  this  liquor  divine. 
Sing  an  hymn  to  the  God  that  firfl  cultur'd  the  vine. 

O   N 
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o  N 

SIR     W B Ts 

B  I  R  T  H  -  D  A  Y. 

DOES  true  felicity  on  grandeur  wait  ? 
Delights  fbe  in  the  pageantry  of  fhevv  ? 
Say,  can  the  glitt'ring  gew-gaws  of  the  great 
An  hour  of  inborn  happinefs  beftow  ? 

He  that  is  jufi,  benevolent,  humane. 
In  confcious  reftitude  fiipremely  bleft. 

O'er  the  glad  hearts  of  multitudes  fhall  reign, 
The*  the  gay  flar  ne'er  blaz'd  upon  his  breaft. 

Ye  happy  children  of  the  hoary  North, 

Hail  the  glad  day  that  faw  your  patron  born  ; 

Whofe  private  virtues,  and  v/hofe  public  worth. 
Might  the  rich  feats  of  Royalty  adorn. 


STANZ  AS 
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N 


Spoken  at  a  Play  at  the  Theatre  m  Sunderland,  for  the 
Eenent  of  the  C  o  r  s  i  c  a  n  s. 


WH  O  can  behold  with  an  unpitying  eye 
The  glorious  few  (with  patriotic  fire) 
Biftreft — invaded — and  refolv'd  to  die. 

Or  keep  their  independant  rights  entire  ? 
Shackled  themfelves,  the  fervile  Gauls  would  bind. 
In  their  ignoble  fetters,  half  mankind. 

IL 
The  gentle  homage  that,  to-night,  you've  paid 

To  Freedom,  and  her  ever  facred  laws. 
The  humble  off 'ring  at  her  altar  made. 

Prove  that  your  hearts  beat  nobly  in  her  caufe. 
All-gracious  Freedom,  O  vouchfafe  to  fmile. 
Thro'  future  ages,  on  this  favourite  ifie ! 

III. 
Far  may  the  boughs  of  Liberty  expand. 

For  ever  cultur'd  by  the  Brave  and  Free  ! 
For  ever  blalled  be  that  impious  hand. 

That  lops  one  branch  from  this  illuftrious  tree ! 
Britons ! — 'tis  yours  to  make  her  verdure  thrive. 
And  keep  the  roots  of  Liberty  alive. 

O,  may 
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IV. 
O,  may  her  rich,  her  ripening  fruits  of  gold, 

Britannia  !  bloom  perpetually  for  thee  ! 
May  you  ne'er  want  a  Dragon,  as  we're  told 

Defended,  once,  the  fam'd  Hefperian  tree ! 
A  Dragon  fix'd,  for  your  imperial  fake. 
With  anxious  eyes,  eternally  awake. 


THE 

RESPITE: 
A  PASTORAL. 

I. 

A    H,  what  is't  to  me  that  the  Grafliopper  fmgs ! 
*^  ^     Or  what,  that  the  meadows  are  fair! 
That  (like  little  flow'rets,  if  mounted  on  wings) 

The  Butterflies  flaunt  it  in  air! 
Ye  birds,  I'll  no  longer  attend  to  a  lay ; 

Your  haunts  in  the  forefl  refign  ! 
Shall  you,  with  your  true  loves,  be  happy  all  day, 

Whilil  1  am  divided  from  mine  ? 

II. 

Where  woodbines  and  willows  inclin'd  to  unite. 

We  twilled  a  blooming  alcove  ; 
And  oft  has  my  Damon,  with  fmiles  of  delight, 

Declar'd  it  the  Mantle  of  Love* 

The 
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The  rofes  that  crept  to  our  mutual  recefs. 

And  refted  among  the  fweet  boughs. 
Are  faded — they  droop — and  they  cannot  do  lefs. 

For  Damon  is  falfe  to  his  vows. 

III. 
This  oak  has  for  ages  the  tempeil  defy'd. 

We  call  it — the  King  of  the  grove ; 
He  fwore,  a  light  breeze  fhould  its  centre  divide. 

When  he  was  not  true  to  his  love  : 
Come,  come,  gentle  zephyr,  in  jufiice  defcend. 

His  falfehood  you're  bound  to  difplay  ; 
This  oak  and  its  honours  you'll  eafily  rend. 

For  Damon  has  left  me a  day. 

IV. 
The  fliepherd  rufh'd  forth  from  behind  the  thick  tree, 

Prepar'd  to  make  Phil  lid  a  bleft. 
And  clafping  the  maid,  from  an  heart  full  of  glee. 

The  caufe  of  his  abfence  confeft  : 
High  raptures,  'twas  told  him  by  mafiers  in  love. 

Too  often  repeated,  would  cloy ; 

And   Respites he    found    were    the    means    to 

improve. 

And  lengthen  the  moments  of  joy. 


A    N 
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AN      IRREGULAR. 


ODE  ON  M         U 


I. 

CEASE,  gentle  founds,  nor  kill  me  quite. 
With  fach  excefs  of  fweet  delight ! 
Each  trembling  note  invades  my  heart. 
And  thrills  through  ev'ry  vital  part ; 
A  foft — a  pleafmg  pain 
Purfues  my  heated  blood  thro'  ev'ry  vein  ; 
What — what  does  the  enchantment  mean  ? 
Ah  !  give  the  charming  magic  o'er. 
My  beating  heart  can  bea,r  no  more. 

II. 

Now  wild  with  fierce  defire. 
My  breaft  is  all  on  fire  ! 

In  foften'd  raptures,  now,  I  die ! 
Can  empty  found  fuch  joys  impart ! 
Can  mufic  thus  tranfport  the  heart. 

With  melting  extafy  1 
O  art  divine !  exalted  bleffmg  ! 
Each  celeftial  charm  expreifmg  ! 

Kindeft  gift  the  Gods  bellow ! 

Sweetcft  good  that  mortals  know  ! 


} 


When 
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III. 
When  feated  in  a  verdant  fhade 
(Like  tuneful  Thyrfis)  Orpheus  play'd ; 

The  diftant  trees  forfake  the  wood. 

The  lift'ning  beafts  negledl  their  food. 
To  hear  the  heav'nly  found  ; 

The  Dryads  leave  the  mountains. 

The  Naiades  quit  the  fountains. 
And  in  a  fprightly  chorus  dance  around, 

IV. 

To  raife  the  (lately  walls  of  ancient  Troy, 
Sweet  Phcebus  did  his  taneful  harp  employ; 
See  what  foft  harmony  can  do  ! 
The  moving  rocks  the  found  purfue, 
'Till  in  a  large  collefted  mafs  they  grew ; 
Had  Thyrfis  liv'd  in  thefe  remoter  days. 
His  were  the  chaplet  of  immortal  bays  I 

Apollo's  harp  unknown ! 
The  ihepherd  had  remain'd  of  fong 
The  Deity  alone. 


F  R  o  M     A 
TRUANT     TO     HIS     FRIENDS. 


V  I  ^I  S  not  in  cells,  or  a  fequeder'd  cot, 

-^       The  mind  and  morals  properly  expand ; 
Let  youth  ftep  forward  to  a  bufier  fpot. 

Led  by  Difcretion's  cool,  conducing  hand. 

To 
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To  learn  forne  leflbns  from  the  fchools  of  man, 
(Forgive  me  !)  I  forfook  my  darling  home  j 

Not  from  a  light,  an  undigefted  plan. 
Nor  from  a  youthful  appetite  to  roam. 

In  your  affeftions— (let  refentment  fly !) 
Reftore  me  to  my  long-accuftom'd  place  ; 

Receive  me  with  a  kind,  forgiving  eye. 
And  prefs  me  in  the  parent's  fond  embrace. 


TO      THE 

AUTHOR      OF      POEMS, 

Written    by   NOBODY*. 

A   DVANCE  to  Fame — advance  reveal'd ! 
-^"^  Let  confcious  worth  be  bold  : 
Why  ha\e  you  lain  fo  long  conceal'd. 
And  hid  Peruvian  gold  ? 

Dan  Phoebug  did  with  joy  difcern 

Your  Genius  brought  to  light : 
And  many  a  Somebody  fhould  learn. 

From  Nobody  to  write. 

*  J.  Robertfon,  an  Adlor  belonging  to  the  York  Company. 

A   BIRTH- 
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BIRTH-DAY      ODE 


PERFORMED    AT    THE     CASTLE    OF     DUBLIN, 


RECITATIVE. 

HA  R  K — how  the  foul  of  mufic  reigns. 
As  when  the  firft  great  birth  of  nature  fprung. 
When  chaos  burft  his  mafly  chains, 
'Twas  thus  the  Cherubs  fung: 


A       I       R, 

Hail — hail,  from  this  aufpicious  morn 

Shall  Britiih  glories  rife  ! 
Now  are  the  mighty  treafures  bom. 
That  Ihall  Britannia's  fame  adorn. 

And  lift  her  to  the  Ikies. 

R    E    C    I    T. 

Let  George's  mighty  banners  fpread. 

His  lofty  clarions  roar ; 
'Till  warlike  echo  fills  with  dread 

The  hoftile  Gallic  Hiore. 

VOL.LXIX.  K  AIR, 
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A       I       R. 

Mark — how  his  name  with  terror  fills  I 
The  magic  found  rebellion  kills. 
And  brightens  all  the  northern  hills. 

Where  pallid  treafons  dwell ; 
The  monfter  ihall  no  more  arife. 
Upon  the  ground  fhe  panting  lies ! 
Beneath  his  William's  foot  Ihe  dies. 

And  now,  (he  fmks  to  hell. 

REGIT. 

Hafte — let  lerne's  harp  be  newly  ft  rung. 
And  after  mighty  George  be  William  fung. 

A       I       R. 

Talk  no  more  of  Grecian  glory, 

William  ftands  the  firft  in  ftory : 
He,  with  Britifh  ardour  glows ! 

See — the  pride  of  Gallia  fading  I 

See — the  youthful  warrior  leading 
Britons,  vengeful,  to  their  foes  1 

REGIT, 

Fair  is  the  olive  branch  Hibernia  boafts. 
Nor  Ihall  the  din  of  war  difturb  her  coafts ; 
While  Stanhope  fmiles,  her  fons  are  bleft. 
In  native  loyalty  confeft ! 

A       I        R. 

See — O  fee,  thrice  happy  ifle  ! 

See  what  gracious  George  beftow'd  ; 
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Twice*  have  you  feen  a  Stanhope  fmile, 
Thefe  are  gifts  become  a  God  I 

How  the  grateful  ifland  glows ! 

Stanhope's  name  fhall  be  rever'd ; 
Whilft  by  fubjeds,  and  by  foes. 

Sacred  George  is  lov'd  and  fear*d, 

CHORUS. 

Like  Perfians  to  the  rifmg  fun, 

Refpedful  homage  pay ; 
At  George's  birth  our  joys  begun  : 

Salute  the  glorious  day ! 


THE 

BROKEN        CHINA. 


I 


SO  O  N  as  the  fun  began  to  peep. 
And  gild  the  morning  (kies. 
Young  Chloe  from  diforder'd  fleep 
Unveil'd  her  radiant  eyes. 

II. 
A  guardian  Sylph,  the  wanton  fprite 

That  waited  on  her  ftill. 
Had  teiz'd  her  all  the  tedious  night 

With  vifionary  ill. 

*  Earlof  Chefterfield,  and  Earl  of  Harrington,  both  fucceffive- 
ly  Lords  Lieutenants  of  Ireland. 

K  2  Some 


132      CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

III. 

Some  fhock  of  fate  is  furely  nigh, 

Exclaim'd  the  tim'rous  maid ; 
What  do  thefe  horrid  dreams  imply  I 

My  Cupid  can't  be  dead ! 
IV. 
She  caird  her  Cupid  by  his  name. 

In  dread  of  fome  mifhap ; 
Wagging  his  tail,  her  Cupid  came. 

And  jump'd  into  her  lap. 
V. 
And  now  the  beft  of  brittle  ware. 

Her  fumptuous  table  grac'd  : 
The  gentle  emblems  of  the  fair. 

In  beauteous  order  plac'd ! 
VI. 
The  kettle  boil'd,  and  all  prepar'd 

To  give  the  morning  treat. 
When  Dick,  the  country  beau  appear 'd. 

And  bowing,  took  his  feat. 

VII. 

Well — chatting  on,  of  that  and  this. 

The  maid  revers'd  her  cup  ; 
And  tempted  by  the  forfeit  kifs. 

The  bumpkin  turn'd  it  up. 
VIII. 
With  tranfport  he  demands  the  pri^e ; 

Right  fairly  it  was  won  ! 
With  many  a  frown  the  fair  denies : 

Fond  baits  to  draw  him  on  I 

A  man 


I 
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IX. 

A  man  muft  prove  himfelf  polite. 

In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this  ; 
So  Richard  drives  with  all  his  migh^ 

To  force  the  forfeit  kifs. 

X. 

But  as  he  drove — O  dire  to  tell ! 

(And  yet  with  grief  I  muft) 
The  table  turn'd — the  china  fell, 

A  heap  of  painted  duft ! 

XI. 

O  fatal  purport  of  my  dream! 

The  fair  affliaed,  cry*d, 
Occafion'd  (I  confefs  my  (hame) 

By  childiihnefs  and  pride ! 

XII; 
For  in  a  kifs,  or  two,  or  three. 

No  mifchief  could  be  found ! 
Then  had  I  been  more  frank  and  free, 

My  china  had  been  found. 


TO 
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TO     M  R. 


YE S,  Colin,  *tis  granted,  you  flutter  in  lace. 
You  vvhifper  and  dance  with  the  fair  ; 
But  Merit  advances,  'tis  yours  to  give  place; 
Stand  ofF,  and  at  diftance  revere  : 

Nor  teize  the  fweet  maid  with  your  jargon  of  chat. 

By  her  fide  as  you  faunter  along ; 
Your  tafte — your  complexion — your   this — and  your 
that. 

Nor  lifp  out  the  end  of  your  fong. 

II. 

For  folly  and  fafhion  you  barter  good  fenfe, 

(If  fenfe  ever  fell  to  your  fhare) 
'Tis  enough  you  could  pert  petit  maitre  commence. 

Laugh — loiter — and  lie  with  an  air. 

No  end  you  can  anfwer,  affedlions  you've  none. 

Made  only  for  prattle  and  play  ; 
Like  a  butterfly,  baflc'd  for  a  while  in  the  fun. 

You'll  die  undiflinguifli'd  away. 


o  N 


[    >3J    1 


ONTHELATE 

ABSENCE      OF      MAY. 
(written   in  the   vear   1771.) 

I. 

TH  E  rooks  in  the  neighbouring  grove 
For  Ihelter  cry  all  the  long  day ; 
Their  huts  in  the  branches  above 
Are  cover'd  no  longer  by  May  : 

The  birds,  that  fo  chearfully  fung. 

Are  filent,  or  plaintive  each  tone ! 
And,  as  they  chirp,  low,  to  their  young, 

The  want  of  their  Goddefs  bemoan. 

II. 

No  daifies,  on  carpets  of  green. 

O'er  Nature's  cold  bofom  are  fpread  ! 

Not  a  fweet-briar  fprig  can  be  feen. 
To  finifh  this  wreath  for  my  head  : 

Some  flow'rets,  indeed  may  be  found. 

But  thefe  neither  blooming  nor  gay; 
The  faireft  ftill  fleep  in  the  ground. 

And  wait  for  the  coming  of  May, 

K  4  Dec  EM- 
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III. 
December,  perhaps,  has  purloin'd 

Her  rich,  tho'  fantaltical  geer ; 
With  envy  the  Months  may  have  join'd. 

And  jollied  her  out  of  the  Year : 

Some  fhcpherds,  'tis  true,  may  repine. 
To  fee  their  lov'd  gardens  undreft. 

But  I — whilft  my  Phi LLi da's  mine. 
Shall  always  have  May  in  my  breail. 


A    N 


eulogium    on    masonry. 

SPOKE    BY    MR.    DiGGS,    AT    EDINBURGH. 

SA  Y,  can  the  garter,  or  the  ftar  of  ftate. 
That  on  the  vain,  or  on  the  vicious  wait. 
Such  emblems,  with  fuch  emphafis  impart. 
As  an  infignium  near  the  Mafon's  heart  ? 

Hail  facred  Masonry,  of  fource  divine. 
Unerring  raiftrefs  of  the  faultlefs  line, 
Whofe  plumb  of  Truth,  with  never-failing  fway. 
Makes  the  join'd  parts  of  Symmetry  obey  ! 

Hail 
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Hail  to  the  Craft,  at  whofe  ferene  command 
The  gentle  Arts  in  glad  obedience  Hand ; 
Whofe  magic  ftroke  bids  fell  confufion  ceafe. 
And  to  the  finifh'd  Orders  yield  its  place  ; 
Who  calls  Creation  from  the  womb  of  earth. 
And  gives  imperial  cities  glorious  birth. 

To  works  of  art  her  merit's  not  confin'd. 
She  regulates  the  morals,  fquares  the  mind ; 
Correds  with  care  the  tempeft-%vorking  foul. 
And  points  the  tide  of  paffions  where  to  roll ; 
On  Virtue's  tablets  marks  each  facred  rule. 
And  forms  her  Lodge  an  univerfal  fchool ; 
Where  nature's  rayilic  laws  unfolded  (land. 
And  Senfe  and  Science,  join'd,  go  hand  in  hand. 

O !  may  her  focial  rules  inflruiflive  fpread, 
'Till  Truth  ereft  her  long-negleded  head  ; 
'Till,  through  deceitful  Night  (he  dart  her  ray. 
And  beam,  full  glorious,  in  the  blaze  of  Day ! 
'Till  man  by  virtuous  maxims  learn  to  move; 
'Till  all  the  peopled  world  her  laws  approve. 
And  the  whole  human  race  be  bound  in  Brother's 
Love. 


A    PRO- 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKE    AT    THE    OPENING    OF     THE      THEATRE    AT 
YORK,    AFTER    IT   WAS    ELEGANTLY    ENLARGED. 

ON  C  E  on  a  time  his  earthly  rounds  patrolling, 
(Your    heathen    gods    were    always    fond   of 
ftrolling) 
Jove  rambled  near  the  cot  of  kind  Philemon, 
When  night,  attended  by  a  tempcft,  came  on  ; 
And  as  the  rain  fell  pattering,  helter  fkelter. 
The  deity  implor'd  the  hind  for  ihelter. 

Philemon  plac'd  his  godfb.ip  clofe  hefide  him, 
While  ?oodv  Baucis  made  the  fire  that  dr^•M  him ; 
W'ith  more  benevolence  than  one  that's  richer, 
He  fpread  the  board,  he  fill'd  the  friendly  pitcher; 
And,  fond  to  give  his  gueft  a  meal  of  pleafure. 
Sung  a  rough  fong,  in  his  rude  country  meafure, 

Jove  was  fo  pleas'd  with  thefe  good-natur'd  fallies, 
Philemon's  cot  he  conjur'd  to  a  palace. 

Tafte,  like  great  Jupiter,  came  here  to  try  us, 
(Oft  from  the  boxes  we  perceiv'd  her  fpy  us) 

Whether 
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Whether  fhe  lik'd  us  and  our  warm  endeavours, 
V^Tiether  fhe  found  that  we  deferv'd  her  favours, 
I  know  not :  But  'tis  certain  (he  commanded 
Our  humble  theatre  ftiould  be  expanded. 

The  orders  fhe  pronounc'dwere  fcarcely  ended. 
But,  like  Philemon's  houfe,  the  ftage  extended  : 
And  thus  the  friendly  goddefs  bids  me  greet  ye ; 
'Tis  in  that  circle  [pcinthig  to  the  boxes']   fhe  defigns  to 

meet  ye : 
Pedants  would  fix  her  refidence  with  heathens. 
But  fhe  prefers  old  York  to  Rome  or  Athens. 


O        L        O        G        U        E, 


SPOKE    AT    THE    OPENING     AN     ELEGANT     LITTLE 
THEATRE    AT    WHITBY. 

FROM  Shakefpare — Johnfon — Congreve — Rowe— 
and  others — 
The  laurel'd  lift,  the  true  ParnafTian  brothers ! 
Hither  we're  fent,  by  their  fupreme  direction. 
To  court  your  favour,  and  to  claim  protection. 

Our 
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Our  hopes  are  flattcr'd  with  the  Fair's  compliance ; 
Beauty  and  Wit  were  always  in  alliance ! 
Their  mutual  fway  reforms  the  rude  creation. 
And  Taste's  determin'd  by  their  approbation. 

The  tragic  Mufe  prefents  a  (lately  mirrour. 
Where  Vice  furveys  her  ugly  form  with  terror  : 
And  as  the  fiend  departs — abafli'd — difcarded — 
Imperial  Virtue's  with  the  palm  rewarded. 
The  comic  glafs,  from  modern  groupes  colleded. 
Shews  fops  and  fools  of  every  clafs — differed  : 
It  marks  the  fair  coquct's  unfaithful  dealings. 
And    proves    that    haughty   prudes    may   have  their 

failings. 
For  faults  that  flow  from  habit  more  than  nature. 
We'll   blend,    with    honeft    mirth,    fome   wholefome 

fatire. 

Now  for  our  bark — the  vefTel's  tight  and  able! 
New    built! — new   rigg'd! — \Fointing    to    the  fcenes^ 

with  canvas — maft — and  cable  ! 
Let  her  not  fink, — or  be  unkindly  ftranded. 
Before  the  moral  freight  be  fairly  landed  ! 
For  tho'  with  heart  and  hand  we  heave  together, 
'Tis  your  kind  plaudit  muft  command  the  weather  : 
Nor  halcion  feas, — nor  gentle  gales  attend  us, 
'Till  this  fair  circle  with  their  fmiles  befriend  us. 


A   PRO- 


[     Ht     3 


PROLOGUE, 

ON     OPENING     THE     THEATRE     AT     WHITBY     THE 
ENSUING    SEASON, 


O'E  R  the  wild  waves,  unwilling  more  to  roam. 
And  by  his  kind  affedions  call'd  for  home ; 
When  the  bold  youth  that  ev'ry  climate  tries 
'Twixt  the  blue  bofoms — 'Twixtthe  feas  and  ikies— 
When  he  beholds  his  native  Albion  near. 
And  the  glad  gale  gives  v/ings  to  his  career. 
What  glowing  extaRes,  by  Fancy  drell. 
What  filial  fentiments  expand  his  breall  I 
In  the  full  happinefs  he  forms  on  fhore. 
Doubts — dang-ers — and  faticrues  are  felt  no  more. 

P  Such  are  the  joys  that  in  our  bofoms  burn  ! 
Such  the  glad  hopes  that  glow  at  our  return  ! 
With  fuch  warm  ardours  you  behold  us  meet. 
To  lay,  once  more,  our  labours  at  your  feet. 

(Not  without  hopes  your  patronage  will  iaft) 
We  bend  with  gratitude  for  favours  pali. 
That  our  light  bark  defy'd  the  rage  of  v/inter. 
Rode  ev'rv  i^ale — nor  ilarted  ev'n  a  fpHnteri 


Wc 
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We  bow  to  Beauty — ('twas  thofe  fmiles  fecur'd  her) 
And  thank  our  patrons  who  fo  kindly  moor'd  her. 
Still — ftill — extend  your  gentle  cares  to  fave  her. 
That  fhe  may  anchor  long  in  Whitby's — favour. 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKE  IN  THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  SAILOR,  ON 
OPENING  THE  NEW  THEATRE  AT  NORTH- 
SHIELDS. 

[Without, 

HOLLO!  my  mailers,  where  d'ye  mean  to  flow  us  ? 
We're  come  to  fee  what  paftime  ye  can  fhew  us ; 
Sal,  ilep  aloft — you  (han't  be  long  without  me, 
I'll  walk  their  quarter  deck  and  look  about  me. 

[^Enters, 

Tom  and  Dick  Topfail  are  above — I  hear  'em. 
Tell  'em  to  keep  a  birth,  and  Sal — fit  near  'em  : 
Sal's  a  fmart  lafs — I'd  hold  a  but  of  (lingo 
In  three  weeks'  time  fhe'd  learn  the  plavhoufc  lino-o : 
She  loves  your  plays,  (he  underdands  their  meaning, 
She  calls  'em — Moral  Rules  made  entertaining: 
Your  Shakefpeare  books,  flic  knows  'em  to  a  tittle ; 
And  1,  rayfvlf  (at  fcaj  have  read — a  liitle. 

At 
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At  London,  Sirs,  when  Sal  and  I  were  courting, 
I  tow'd  her  ev'ry  night  a  playhoufe  fporting : 
Mafs !  I  could  like  'em  and  their  whole  'Paratus, 
But  for  their  fidlers  and  their  damn'd  Sonatas; 
Give  me  the  merry  Tons  of  guts  and  rofm. 
That  play God  fave  the  King,  and  Nancy  Dawfon. 

\_Looki?2g  about. 

Well tho'  the  frigate's  not  fo  much  bedoyzen'd, 

'Tis  fnug  enough ! — 'Tis  clever  for  the  fize  on't : 
And  they  can  treat  with  all  that's  worth  regarding 
On  board  the  Drur}'--lane  or  Common-Garden. 

[Bell  rings » 
Avaft ! — A  fignal  for  the  launch,  I  fancy  : 
*What  fay  you  Sam,  and  Dick,  and  Doll,  and  Nancy, 
Since  they  have  trimm'd  the  pleafure -barge  fo  tightly. 
Shan't  you,  and  I,  and  Sal,  come  fee  them  nightly  I 
The  jolly  crew  will  do  their  beft  endeavours. 
They'll  grudge  no  labour  to  deferve  your  favours. 
A  luckier  fate  they  fwear  can  ne'er  behap  'em 
Than  to  behold  you  pleas'd,  and  hear  you — clap  'em, 

*  To  the  Gallery. 


A  N 
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A    N 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKE  AT  NORWICH,  IN  THE  CHARACTER  OF 
MRS.  DEBORAH  WOODCOCK,  IN  LOVE  IN  A 
VILLAGE, 

AFTER  the  dangers  of  a  long  probation. 
When  Sybil  like,  fhe's  (kill'd  in  penetration ; 
Wh^n  fhe  has  conquer'd  each  unruly  paflion. 
And  rides  above  the  rocks  that  others  dafh  on ; 
When  deeply  mellow'd  with  referve  and  rigour; 
When  decent  gravity  adorns  her  figure. 
Why  an  old  maid,  I  wifh  the  wife  would  tell  us. 
Should  be  the  Handing  jeil  of  flirts  and  fellows! 

In  maxims  fage !  in  eloquence  how  clever ! 
Without  a  fubjeft  fhe  can  talk — for  ever ! 
Rich  in  old  faws,  can  bring  a  fentence  pat  in. 
And  quote  upon  occafion,  lawyer's  latin. 

Set  up  that  toaft,  that  culprit,  jioha  coy?wt, 
'Tis  done — and  fhe's  demoliHi'd  in  turrorum. 

If  an  old  maid's  a  dragonefs  on  duty. 

To  guard  the  golden  fruit  of  rip'ning  beautv ; 

'Tis 
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*Tis  right,  for  fear  the  giddy  fex  Ihould  wander. 
To  keep  them  in  reftraint  by  decent  flander. 
When  flips  are  made,  'tis  eafy  fure  to  find  *em  ; 
We  can  deted  before  the  fair  defign'd  them. 

As  for  the  men,  whofe  fatire  oft  hath  dung  usj 
Many  there  are  that  may  be  rank'd  among  us. 
Law,  with  long  fuits  and  bufy  mifchiefs  laden. 
In  rancour  far  exceeds  the  ancient  maiden. 
'Tis  undeny'd,  and  the  aflertion's  common. 
That  modern  Physic  is  a  mere  old  woman. 
The  puny  fop  that  fimpers  o'er  his  tea  di(h. 
And  cries — indeed — MifsDeb'rah's — quite  old  maidilh! 
Of  doubtful  fex,  of  undetermin'd  nature. 
In  all  refpe(fts  is  but  a  virgin  cretiir, 

Jefting  apart,  and  moral  truths  adjufling ! 
There's  nothing  in  the  ftate  itfelf  difguiling ; 
Old  maids,  as  well  as  matrons  bound  in  marriage. 
Are  valu'd  from  propriety  of  carriage  : 
If  gentle  fenfe,  if  fweet  difcretion  guide  'em. 
It  matters  not  the'  coxcombs  may  deride  'em  ; 
And  virtue's  virtue,  be  fhe  maid  or  wedded, 
A  certain  truth !  fay Deb'rah  Woodcock  faid  it. 


Vol.  LXIX.  L  a  pro- 
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PROLOGUE, 

To    THE    MUSE    OF    OSSIAN. 

A  LITTLE  PIECE  ADAPTED  TO  THE  STAGE,  BY 
D.  E.  BAKER,  FROM  THE  CELEBRATED  POEM  OF 
OSSIAN,    THE   SON   OF    FINGAL. 

'  I  ^  O  form  a  little  work  of  ner\'Ous  merit, 
-*-     To  give  the  fleepy  ftage  a  nobler  fpirit ; 
To  touch  a  facred  mufe,  and  not  defile  her. 
This  was  the  plan  propos'd  by  our  compiler. 

Tho'  caution  told  him — the  prefumption's  glaring ! 
Dauntlefs,  he  cry'd,  "  It  is  but  nobly  daring  ! 
Can  we  perufe  a  pathos  more  than  Attic, 
Nor  wilVi  the  golden  meafure  ftamp'd  dramatic  I 
Here  are  no  lines — in  meafur'd  pace  that  trip  it. 
No.  modern  fcenes— fo  lifelefs !  fo  infipid  ! 
Wrought  by  a  mufe — (no  facred  fire  debarr'd  her) 
'Tis  nervous  !  noble  1  'tis  true  northern  ardour  ! 

«*  Methinks  I  hear  the  Grecian  bards  exclaiming, 
(The  Grecian  bards  no  longer  worth  the  naming) 
In  fong,  the  northern  tribes  fo  far  furpafs  us. 
One  of  their  Highland  hills  they'll  call  Parnaflus; 

•   And 
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And  from  the  facred  mount  decrees  fhould  follow^ 
That  Offian  was  himfelf — the  true  Apollo." 

Spite  of  this  fiafh — this  high  poetic  fury. 
He  trembles  for  the  verdid  of  his  jury  : 
As  from  his  text  he  ne'er  prefum'd  to  wander. 
But  gives  the  native  Oflian  to  your  candour. 
To  an  impartial  judgment  we  fubmit  him. 
Condemn — or  rather  (if  you  can)  acquit  him. 


A    N 

EPILOGUE, 

To    THE    MUSE    OF    OSSIAN. 

IN  fond  romance  let  fancy  reign  creative ! 
Valour  among  the  northern  hills  is  native ; 
The  northern  hills,  'tis  prov'd  by  OfTian's  flory. 
Gave  early  birth  to  Caledonian  glory  ; 
Nor  could  the  llormy  clime,  with  all  its  rigour 
Repel,  in  love  or  war,  the  hero's  vigour. 

When  honour  call'd,  the  youth  difdain'd  to  ponder, 
And  as  he  fought,  the  fav'rile  maid  grew  fonder. 
The  brave,  by  beauty  were  reje(fled  never. 
For  girls  are  gracious  when  the  lads  are  clever. 

L  2  If 
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If  the  bold  youth  was  in  the  field  vindi«5live. 
The  bard,  at  home,  had  ev'ry  power  defcriptive  ; 
He  fwell'd  the  facred  fong,  enhanc'd  the  flory. 
And  rais'd  the  warrior  to  the  Ikies  of  glory. 

That  northern  lads  are  ftill  unconquer'd  fellows. 
The  foes  of  Britain  to  their  coft  can  tell  us ; 
The  fway  of  northern  beauty,  if  difputed. 
Look  round,  ye  infidels,  and  ftand  confuted  : 
And  for  your  bards,  the  letter'd  world  have  known  *em. 
They're  fuch — The  facred  Offian  can't  difown  'em. 

To  prove  a  partial  judgment  docs  not  wrong  you. 
And  that  your  ufual  candour  reigns  among  you. 
Look  with  indulgence  on  this  crude  endeavour. 
And  ftamp  it  with  the  fandion  of  your  favour. 


A    N 


EPILOGUE, 

-POKE   IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF    LADY    TOWNLEY, 
IN    THE    PROVOKED    HUSBAND. 

AT  lady — let  me  recollect — whofe  night  is't  ? 
No  matter — at  a  circle  the  politcfl: ; 
Tafte  fummons  all  the  fatire  flie  is  able. 
And  canvaiTes  my  conduct  to  the  table, 

"  A 


} 
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*'  A  wife  reclaim'd,  and  by  an  hufband's  rigour! 
A  wife  with  all  her  appetites  in  vigour  ! 
Lard !  ihe  muft  make  a  lamentable  figure  ! 

'*  WTiere  was  her  pride  !  Of  ev'rj  fpark  diverted ! 
To  mend,  becaufe  a  prudilh  hufband  prefs'd  it ! 
What !  to  prefer  his  dull  domeftic  quiet. 
To  the  dear  fcenes  of  hurricane  and  riot ! 
Parties  difclaim'd,  the  happy  rout  rejefted  t 
Eecaufe  at  ten  fhe's  by  her  fpoufe  expedled ! 
Oh  hideous !  how  immenfely  out  of  nature ! 
Don't  you,  my  dears,  defpife  the  fervile  creature  ? 

Prudence,  altho'  the  company  be  good. 
Is  often  heard,  and  fometimes  underftood. 
Suppofe,  to  juftify  my  reformation. 
She'd  give  the  circle  this  concife  oration. 

**  Ye  giddy  groupe  of  falhionable  wives. 
That  in  continued  riot  wafte  your  lives ; 
Did  ye  but  fee  the  demons  that  defcend. 
The  cares  convulnve  that  on  cards  attend ; 
The  midnight  fpectres  that  furround  your  chairs, 
(Rage  reddens  here-5-there  Avarice  defpairs) 
You'd  rufh  for  Ihelter  where  contentment  lies. 
To  tlie  domeftic  bleffings  you  defpife. 

**  Or  if  you've  no  regard  to  moral  duty, 
('Tis  trite  but  true) — Quadrille  will  murder  beauty,*' 

Tafte  is  abafh'd,  (the  culprit)  I'm  acquitted, 
Tliey  praife  the  charader  they  lately  pity'd; 
They  promife  to  reform — relinquifli  play. 
So  break  the  tables  up  at — break  of  day. 

L  3  AN 
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A    N 

EPILOGUE, 

Si'OKE    AT    EDINBURGH,    IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF 
LADY    FANCIFUL. 

FANCY,  we're  told,  of  parentage  Italic, 
And  Folly,  whofe  original  is  Gallic, 
Set  up  to  fale  their  vaft  mifhapen  daughter. 
And  Britain,  by  a  large  fubfcription,  bought  her. 

The  fertile  foil  grew  fond  of  this  exotic. 
And  nurs'd  her,  till  her  pow'r  became  defpotic ; 
*Till  ev'ry  would-be  beauty  in  the  nation 
Did  homage  at  the  Ihrine  of  Affectation. 
But  Common  Senfe  will  certainly  dethrone  her. 
And  (like  the  fair  ones  of  this  place)  difown  her. 
If  (he  attempts  the  dimpled  fmile,  delightful ! 
The  dimpled  fmile  of  AfFedation's  frightful : 
Mark  but  her  bagatelles, — her  whine — her  whimper-^ 
Her  loll — hej  lifp — her  faunter,  flare — her  fimper; 
All  outres,  all — no  native  charm  about  her. 
And  Ridicule  would  foon  expire  without  her. 

Look  for  a  grace,  and  Affeftation  hides  it ; 
If  Beauty  aims  an  arrow,  fhe  mifguides  it : 
So  aukwardly  fhe  mends  unmeaning  faces. 

To  Infipidity  fne  gives grimaces. 

Without 


I 
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Without  her  dear  coquetlfli  arts  to  aid  'em. 
Fine  ladies  would  be  juft  as — nature  made  'em. 
Such  fenfrble — fmcere — domeftic  creatures. 
The  jeft  of  modern  belles,  and  petit  maitres. 

Safe  with  good  fenfe,  this  circle's  not  in  danger. 
But  as  the  foreign  phantom's — here  a  ftranger, 
I  gave  her  portrait,  that  the  fair  may  know  her. 
And  if  they  meet,  be  ready  to  forego  her ; 
For  truft  me,  ladies,  (he'd  deform  your  faces. 
And  with  a  fmgle  glance  dellroy  the  graces. 


A    N 

EULOGIUM    ON    CHARITY. 

•SPOKE   AT   ALNWICK,    IK    NORTHUMBERLAND,    AT 
A    CHARITABLE    BENEFIT    PLAY,    I765, 

nn  O  bid  the  rancour  of  Ill-fortune  ceafe, 
-*-     To  tell  Anxiety — I  give  thee  peace. 
To  quell  Adverfity — or  turn  her  darts. 
To  ftarnp  Fraternity  on  gen'rous  hearts : 
For  thefe  high  motives — thefe  illuftrious  ends, 
Celeftial  Charity  to-night  defcends. 

Soft  are  the  graces  that  adorn  the  maid. 
Softer  than  dew-drops  to  the  fun-burnt  glade! 
She's  gracious  as  an  unpolluted  ftream. 
And  tender  as  a  fond  young  lover's  dream! 

L  4  Pitj 
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Pity  and  Peace  precede  her  as  (he  flies. 
And  Mercy  beams  benignant  in  her  eyes ! 
From  her  high  refidence,  from  realms  above. 
She  comes,  fweet  harbinger  of  heavenly  love ! 

*  Her  lifter's  charms  are  more  than  doubly  bright. 
From  the  kind  caufe  that  call'd  her  here  to-night. 
An  artlefs  grace  the  confcious  heart  beftows  1 
And  on  the  generous  cheek  a  tinfture  glows,  > 
More  lovely  than  the  bloom  that  paints  the  vernal  rofe.  J 

The  lofty  pyramid  Ihall  ceafe  to  live ! 
Fleeting  the  praife  fuch  monuments  can  give  ! 
But  Charity,  by  tyrant  time  rever'd. 
Sweet  Charity,  amidft  his  ruins  fpar'd. 
Secures  her  votaries  unblafted  fame. 
And  in  celeftial  annals  faves  their  name. 

*  The  Countefs    of  Northumberland,    who   konoured    thr 
charity  with  her  prefencc. 


AN 


[    '53    3 

A    N 

EPILOGUE, 

rSIGNED  TO  BE  SPOKE  AT  ALNWICK,  ON  RE- 
SIGNING THE  PLAYHOUSE  TO  A  PARTY  DE- 
TACHED   FROM    THE    EDINBURGH    THEATRE. 


TO  Alnwick's  lofty  feat,  a  filvan  fcene  ! 
To  rifmg  hills  from  diftance  doubly  green. 
Go — fays  the  God  of  Wit,  my  ftandard  bear, 
Thefe  are  the  manfions  of  the  great*  and  fair, 
'Tis  my  Olympus  now,  go  fpread  my  banners  there 


.} 


} 


Led  by  fond  hope,  the  pointed  path  we  trace. 
And  thank*d  our  patron  for  the  flowery  place ; 
Here — we  behold  a  gently  waving  wood  ! 
There — we  can  gaze  upon  a  wand'ring  flood  ! 
The  landfcape  fmiles ! — the  fields  gay  fragrance  wear! 
Soft  fcenes  are  all  around — refrefliful  air ! 
Slender  repaft  indeed,  and  but  cameleon  fare ! 

A  troop,  at  certain  times  compell'd  to  fhift. 
And  from  their  northern  mountains  turn'd  adrift ; 
By  tyrant  managers  a  while  confign'd. 
To  fatten  on  what  forage  they  can  find  ; 


*  The  Earl  and  Countefs  of  Northumberland>  Lord  and  Lady 

Warkwortb,  &c. 

With 
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With  lawlefs  force  our  liberty  invades. 

And  fain  would  thruft  us  from  thefe  fa v 'rite  (hades  ; 

But  we  ((ince  prejudice  ereifts  her  fcale. 

And  puffs  and  petty  artifice  prevail) 

To  ftronger  holds  with  cool  difcretion  run. 

And  leave  the  conquerors  to  be — undone. 


With  gratitude,  ftill  we'll  acknowledge  the  favours 
So  kindly  indulg'd  to  our  fimple  endeavours ; 
To  the  great  and  the  fair  we  reft  thankfully  debtors, 
And  wifh  we  could  fay,  we  gave  place  to  our  betters. 


A 

PROLOGUE, 
To     LOVE     AND    FAME. 

SPOKE     AT    SCARBOROUGH. 

Entering, 

WHERE    is   this    author? — Bid    the    wretch 
appear. 
Let  him  come  in,  and  wait  for  judgement — Here, 
This  awful  jury,  all  impatient,  wait ; 
Let  him  come  in,  I  fay,  and  meet  his  fate ! 
Strange,  very  ftrange,  if  fuch  a  piece  fuccceds ! 
(Punilh  the  culprit  for  his  vile  mifdeeds) 

Know 
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y.v  ye  to-night,  that  his  prefumptuous  works. 
Have  turn'd  good  Chriftians  into — Heathen  Turks  ? 
And  if  the  genius  an't  correfted  foon. 
In  his  next  Trip,  he'll  mount  us  to  the  Moon, 

Methinks  I  hear  him  fay — **  For  mercy's  fake 
Hold  your  rafh  tongue — my  Love  and  Fame's  at  flake; 
When  you  behold  me — diffident — diltreft  ! 
*Tis  cruelty  to  make  my  woes  a  jeft  : 
Well— if  you  will— but  why  Hiould  I  diftruft  ? 
My  judges  are  as  merciful  as  juft ; 
I  know  them  well,  have  oft  their  friendfliip  try'd. 
And  their  protection  is  my  boaft — my  pride." 

Hoping  to  pleafe,  he  form'd  this  buftling  plan  ; 
Hoping  to  pleafe !  'tis  all  the  moderns  can  : 
Faith !  let  him  'fcape,  let  Love  and  Fame  furvive. 
With  your  kind  fandion  keep  his  fcenes  alive ; 
Try  to  approve  (applaud  we  will  exempt) 
Nor  crulh  the  bardling  in  this  hard  attempt. 
Could  he  write  up  to  an  illuftrious  theme. 
There's  mark'd  upon  the  regifter  of  Fame 
A  fubjed— but  beyond  the  warmeft  lays ! 
Wonder  muft  paint,  when  'tis  a  G — nby's  praife. 


A  PRO« 
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A 

PROLOGUE, 
To      RULE     A     WIFE. 

SPOKEN    AT    EDINBURGH. 

5nn  I  S  an  odd  portrait  that  the  poet  drew  I 

-1-       A  ftrange  irregular  he  fets  in  view  ! 
'Mono-ft  us — thank  heaven — the  character's  unknown, 
(Bards  have  creative  faculties  we  own) 
And  this  appears  a  picture  from  his  brain, 
'Till  we  refleft  the  lady  liv'd  in  Spain. 

Should  we  the  portrait  with  the  fex  compare, 
'Twould  add  new  honours  to  the  northern  fair ; 
Their  merit,  by  the  foil,  confpicuous  made. 
And  they  feem'd  brighter  from  cont railing  fliade. 

Rude  were  the  rules  our  fathers  form'd  of  old. 
Nor  Ihould  fuch  antiquated  maxims  hold  ; 
Shall  fubjeft  man  aiTert  fuperior  fway. 
And  dare  to  bid  the  angel  fex  obey  ! 
'  Or  if  permitted  to  partake  the  throne, 
Defpotic,  call  the  reins  of  power  his  own  ! 
Forbid  it,  all  that's  gracious— that's  polite  \ 
(The  fair  to  liberty  have  equal  right) 
Nor  urge  the  tenet,  tho'  from  Fletcher's  fchool. 
That  every  hufband  has  a  right  to  rule, 

A  matrix 
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A  matrimonial  medium  may  be  hit. 
Where  neither  governs,  but  where  both  fubmit. 

The  nuptial  torch  with  decent  brightnefs  burns. 
Where  male  and  female  condefcend  by  turns ; 
Change  then  the  phrafe,  the  horrid  text  amend. 
And  let  the  word  obey,'— be  condefcend. 


PROLOGUE, 

ON  REVIVING  THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE,  AT 
THE  TIME  THE  BILL  HAD  PASSED  FOR  NA- 
TURALIZING   THE     JEWS. 

'T^  WIXT  the  fons  of  the  flage,  without  penfions 

-*-  or  places. 

And  the  vagabond  Jews,  are  fome  fimilar  cafes ; 
Since  time  out  of  mind,  or  they're  wrong'd  much  by 

fiander. 
Both  lawlefs,  alike,  have  been  fentenc'd  to  wander; 
Then  faith  'tis  full  time  we  appeal  to  the  nation. 
To  be  join'd  in  this  bill  for  na-tu-ra  ii-za-ti-on  ; 
Lard,   that  word's  fo   uncouth  ! — 'tis   fo  irkfome  to 

fpeak  it ! 
But   'tis  Hebrew,   I  believe,    and  that's   tafie,   as  I 

take  it. 

Wei! 
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Well  —  now    to    the   point  —  I'm    fcnt   here  withi 

commiflion. 
To  prefent  this  fair  circle  our  humble  petition  : 
But  confcious  what  hopes  we  fliould  have  of  fucceeding. 
Without  (as  they  phrafe  it)  fufficiently  bleeding  ; 
And  convinc'd  we've  no  funds,  nor  old  gold  we  can 

rake  up. 
Like  our  good  fathers — Abraham,  Ifaac,  and  Jacob; 
We  muft  frankly  confefs  we  have  nought  to  prefent  ye. 
But  Shakefpeare's  old  flerling — pray  let  it  content  ye. 

This   Shylock,    the   Jew,    whom    we   mean    to 
rellore  ye. 
Was  naturaliz'd  oft  by  your  fathers  before  ye; 
Then  take  him  to-night  to  your  kindeft  compafTion, 
For  to  countenance  Jews  is  the  pink  of  the  fafhion. 


PROLOGUE, 

FOR  SOME  COUNTRY  LADS,  PERFORMING  THE 
DEVIL  OF  A  WIFE,  IN  THE  CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS. 

IN  days  of  yore,  v/hen  round  the  jovial  board. 
With  harmlcfs  mirth,  and  fecial  plenty  ftor'd. 
Our  parent  Britons  quaff 'd  their  nut-brown  ale. 
And  carols  fung,  or  told  the  Chriftmas  tale ; 

In 


night,  1 
It."      J 
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In  ftruts  St.  George,  Old  England's  champion  knight,' 

With  hafty  fteps,  impatient  to  recite 

•*  How  he  had  kill'd  the  dragon,  once  in  fight 

From  ev'ry  fide — from  Troy — from  antient  Greece, 
Princes  pour  in  to  fvvell  the  m.otly  piece; 
And  while  their  deeds  of  prowefs  they  rehearfe. 
The  flov/ing  bowl  rewards  their  hobbling  verfe. 

Intent  to  raife  this  evening's  cordial  mirth. 
Like  theirs,  our  fimple  ftage  play  comes  to  birth. 
Our  want  of  art  we  candidly  confefs. 
But  give  you  nature  in  her  homefpun  drefs  ; 
No  heroes  here — no  martial  men  of  might ! 
A  cobler  is  the  champion  of  to-night; 
His  ftrap,  more  fam'd  than  George's  lance  of  old. 
For  it  can  tame  that  dragonefs,  a  fcold  : 
Indulgent,  then,  fuppcrt  the  cobler's  caufc. 
And  tho'  he  may'nt  deferve  it,  fmile  applaufe» 


A   PRO- 
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R        O        L        O        G        U        E, 


ON  OPENING  THE    NEW  THEATRE   IN   NEWCASTLE, 
1766. 


IF  to  correft  the  follies  of  mankind. 
To  mend  the  morals — to  enlarge  the  mind. 
To  ftrip  the  felf-deceiving  pafTions  bare. 
With  honeft  mirth  to  kill  an  evening's  care ; 
If  thefe  kind  motives  can  command  applaufe. 
For  thefe  the  motly  ftage  her  curtain  draws. 

Does  not  the  poet,  that  exifts  by  praife. 
Like  to  be  told  that  he  has  reach'd  the  bays  ? 
Is  not  the  wretch  (ftill  trembling  for  his  ftor:) 
Pleas'd  v.'hen  he  grafps  a  glitt'ring  thoufand  more  ? 
Cheers  not  the  mariner  propitious  feas  ? 
Likes  not  the  lawyer  to  be  handling  fees  ? 
Lives  not  the  lover  but  in  hopes  of  blifs  ? 
To  ev'ry  queftion  we'll  reply  with — yes. 

Suppofe  them  gratified — their  full  delight 
Falls  Ihort  of  ours  on  this  aufpicious  night ; 
When  rich  in  happinefs — in  hopes  elate, 
Tafte  has  receiv'd  us  to  our  fav'rite  feat. 


O  that 
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O  that  the  foul  of  aftion  were  but  ours. 
And  the  vaft  energy  of  vocal  powers ! 
That  we  might  make  a  grateful  ofF'ring,  fit 
For  thefe  kind  judges  that  in  candour  fit. 

Before  fuch  judges,  we  confefs,  with  dread, 
Thefe  new  dominions  we  prefume  to  tread  i 
Yet  if  you  fmile,  we'll  boldly  do  our  beft. 
And  leave  your  favours  to  fupply  the  reft. 


I 


INTRODUCTION, 

SPOKE  AT  THE  THEA'^RE  IN  SUNDERLAND,  TO 
A  PLAY  PERFORMED  THERE  FOR  THE  BENE- 
FIT OF  THE  WIDOWS  AND  ORPHANS  OF  THAT 
PLACE. 

ON  Widows — Orphans — left,  alas !  forlorn, 
(From  the  rack'd  heart  its  every  comfort  torn) 
Humanity,  to-night,  confers  relief. 
And  foftens,  tho'  fhe  can't  remove  their  grief: 
Blailed  her  hopes,  her  expectations  kill'd. 
The  fons  of  Sympathy  (with  forrow  chill'd) 
Behold  the  wretched  Matron — madly  w^eep. 
And  hear  her  cry — **  My  joys  are  in  the  deej-  *" 
Vol.  LXIX.  M  To 
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To  the  tremendous  Power  that  rules  mankind. 
Lord  of  the  feas — the  calm  and  boift'rous  wind. 
We  bow,  obedient,  and  with  awe  refign'd. 
His  ways,  infcrutable,  we  can't  explore. 
No — we  may  wonder,  but  we  mufl  adore, 
Happy,  for  ever,  be  the  generous  breaft. 
That  feels  compaffion  for  the  Poor  diftrefl: ; 
Happy  the  hand  that  ftops  the  fufferer's  tear  f 
Such  hands  there  are,  and  Such  we  find,  are  Here, 


A    N 

ELEGIAC        ODE 

ON      THE 

Death     of    his     late     MAJESTY. 

*'  Pallida  mos  aequo  pulfat  pede  pauperum  tabernas, 

**  Regumque  turres."  HoR. 

ENGLAND!  thy  Genius  veiled  like  defpair. 
With  loud  diftrefs  alarms  the  chalky  Ihore ; 
Britons !  he  cries,  and  rends  his  hoary  hair, 

Britons !  your  much-lov'd  Monarch  is  no  more  t 

The  Sea-gods  from  their  pearl-embroider'd  bsds. 
Who  to  great  George  the  green  dominion  gave. 

No  longer  lift  their  coral-crowned  heads. 

But  dive  diftrefs 'd  beneath  tlie  trembling  wave. 

Hark, 
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Hark,  how  the  winds,  erll:  bounteous  to  his  will. 
That  bore  his  thund'ring  tieets  to  Gallia's  ihore, 

Paufe, — for  a  while,  pathetically  ftill. 
Then  let  their  forrows  burll  in  pealy  roar. 

The  nymphs  that  in  the  facred  groves  prefide. 
Where  Britain's  conquering  oaks  eternal  fpring. 

In  their  embrown'd  retreats  their  forrows  hide. 
And  lilent  mourn  the  venerable  King. 

Tenants  of  liberty,  on  Britain's  plain. 

With  flocks  enrich'd,  a  vail  unnumber'd  ftore ! 

*Tis  gone,  the  mighty  George's  golden  reign  ; 
Your  Pan,  your  great  Prote<ftor  is  no  more ! 

The  Britifh  fwains,  e'er  whiles  a  blithfome  throng. 
No  m.ore  in  laughter's  band,  to  revel  feen ! 

No  more  the  Ihepherd  tunes  his  chearful  fong. 
Or  dances  fportful  on  the  dew-drefs'd  green. 

Beauty,  no  more  the  toy  of  fafliion  wears, 
(So  late  by  love's  defignful  labour  dreft  j) 

But  from  her  brow  the  luftr'd  diamond  tears. 
And  with  the  fable  cyprefs  veils  her  bread. 

Religion,  lodg'd  high  on  her  pious  pile. 

Laments  the  fading  ftate  of  Crowns  below  ; 

While  melancholy  fills  the  vaulted  ifle, 

W^ith  the  flow  raufic  of  heart-wounding  woe. 

See  the  deteflful  owl,  ill-omen'd,  rife  ! 

Dragg'd,  by  defpair,  from  her  fequeflr'd  cell; 
And,  by  the  difcord  of  fhrill  fhrieking  cries. 

Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  deep-ton'd  bell. 

M  2  The 
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The  choral  mufes  droop  !  their  harps  unflrung. 
The  lates  and  laurel  wreaths  neglected  fall  1 

Commerce — beftill'd  her  many  nation'd  tongue. 
Whilom  fo  bufy  in  her  buftling  hall !  * 

Behold  the  virtues  rang'd,  a  forrowing  band  ! 

They  mourn  their  King  with  grief  dejefted  eyes. 
See  Art  and  fifter  Science,  weeping  ftand ! 

For  ah !  their  Patron,  their  Defender  dies ; 

On  conqueft's  cheek,  fee  how  the  rofes  fail  I 
Grief  makes,  alas !  the  faireft  bloffoms  bow ! 

.And  honour's  fire  ethereal  burns  but  pale. 

The  erii  beam'd  glorious  on  our  George's  brow. 

The  dreary  paths  of  unrelenting  fate, 

Muft  Monarchs,  mix'd  with  common  mortals,  try 
Is  there  no  refuge  for  the  good  and  great  ? 

And  mull  the  gracious  and  the  godlike  die  ? 

Muft  gilded  courts  be  chang'd  for  horror's  cave ! 

And  fcepter'd  Kings,  who  keep  the  world  in  awe, 
Conquer'd  by  time,  and  the  unpitying  grave. 

Scarce  fav'd  their  laurels  from  its  rig'rous  law ! 

Search  where  fell  carnage  rag'd  with  rigour  fteel'd. 
Where  llaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran  ; 

And  fay,  when  you've  bevvept  the  blood  ftain'd  field. 
Which  is  the  monarch  ?  v/hich  the  common  man  r 

*  The  hall  of  Commerce,  the  Royal  l:xchange. 

Tlx 
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The  Macedonian  Monarch*,  wife  and  good. 
Bade  (when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began) 

Courtiers  (hould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  ilood, 
**  Philip,  remember  thou'rt  no  more  than  man. 

"  Tho'  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole, 
**  Tho'  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  jull:, 

"  Philip,  reflect  thour't  polling  to  the  goal, 
**  Where  mortals  mix  in  undiftinguifn'd  dull.'* 

Vv'hat  then  avails  ambition's  wide-ftretch'd  wing! 

The  fchoolman's  page,  or  pride  of  beauty's  bloom ! 
The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  King, 

Mingle  promifcuous  in  the  levelling  tomb. 

So  Sal  A  DIN'  +,  for  arts  and  arms  renown'd. 
The  Syrians  and  Egyptians  both  fubdu'd ; 

Returning,  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 
Sigh'd,  when  the  perifhable  pomp  he  view'd. 

And  as  he  rode,  high  on  his  regal  car. 
In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conqueft  dreft, 

Confpicuous  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac'd  on  a  pendant  fpear  his  burial  veil. 

*  Philip,  King  of  Macedon,  the  father  of  Alexander  the 
Great,  appointed  the  pages  of  his  chamber,  to  remind  him  every 
morning,  that,  nocwithftanding  his  glory  and  power,  he  was  no 
more  than  a  mere  mortal  man. 

•f  Saladin,  a  famous  eaftern  Emperor,  in  his  triumphant  re- 
turn from  the  moft  remarkable  conquefls,  had  a  fhroud  carried 
before  him,  while  proclamation  was  made,  That  the  victor,  after 
all  his  glory,  could  lay  real  claim  to  nothing  but  that  wretched 
linen  to  wrap  his  body  in  for  the  tomb. 

M  3  While 
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While  thus  the  herald  cry'd,  *'  Tliis  Ton  of  pow'r, 
**  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 

"  May,  in  the  fpace  of  a  revolving  iiour, 

**  Boaft  of  no  other  fpoil  but  yonder  fhroud/* 

Can  the  deep  ftatefman,  flcill'd  in  great  defign. 

Save,  for  the  fmalleft  fpace,  precarious  breath  ?  m 

Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  nine,  .^f 

Sooth,  with  his  melody,  the  tyrant  death  ? 

No  !  tho*  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around, 

Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  Ihaft  of  fate. 
Strikes  the  devoted  viclim  to  the  ground. 

If  in  the  tent  retir'd,  or  battle's  rage, 

Britannia's  fighs  fhall  reach  great  Fred 'ric's  * 
ear; 
He'll  drop  the  fword,  or  fliut  the  fophic  page. 

And  penfive  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

Then  fhall  the  monarch  weigh  the  moral  thought, 
(As  he  laments  the  parent,  friend,  ally,) 

The  folemn  truth,  by  fage  refiedion  taught. 
That,  fpite  of  glory,  Fred'ric's  felf  muft  die. 

Crowns,  like  the  glow  -  worm's   fcarce  diftinguilh'd 
light. 

For  a  ihort  moment  glance  their  twinkling  fires. 
But  there's  a  deathlefs  wreath,  divinely  bright, 

Whofe  more  than  diamond  luftre,  ne'er  expires. 

*  Frederic,  King  of  Prussia. 

Such 
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Such  is  the  ftarry  meed  that  virtue  ty'd 

With  her  own  hands  on  George's  gracious  brow; 
Eternal  fhall  its  golden  beams  abide, 

Tho'  the  bright  fun  fhould  from  its  orbit  bow. 

Nor  is  the  facred  gift  to  Kings  confin'd. 

The  wretch,  to  fortune,  friends,  and  fame  unknowa. 

Shall,  if  fweet  piety  adorn  his  mind. 

Mount  to  the  higheft  ftep  of  glory's  throne. 

The  parent's  face  Apelles  *  prudent  hides. 
While  death  devours  the  darling;  of  his  age : 

Nature  the  pencil'd  ftroke  of  art  derides. 
When  grief  diftrads  with  agonizing  rage. 

Then  let  the  mufe  her  fabled  curtain  fpread. 
By  forrow  taught  her  nervelefs  pow'r  to  know : 

When  nations  cry,  their  King,  their  Parent's  dead. 
The  reft  is  dumb,  unutterable  woe. 

Mercy,  co-partner  of  great  George's  throne. 
Through  the  embrighted  air  afcendant  flies. 

Duteous,  the  peace  beftowing  maid  is  flown 
To  fmooth  his  halcyon  progrefs  to  the  flcies. 

But  fee  a  facred  radiance  beams  around ! 

That  with  returning  hope  a  people  chears ! 
Behold  yon  youth,  with  grace  imperial  crown'd. 

How  awful !  yet  how  lovely  in  his  tears ! 

*  Apelles  finding  it  ImpoiTible  to  exprefs  with  his  pencU,  the 
diilrefs  of  Agamemnon,  while  his  daughter  Iphigenla  was  offered 
as  a  facrifice,  painted  him  with  a  veil  fpread  over  his  face. 

M  4  Mark 
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Mark  how  his  bofom  heaves  the  filial  figh ! 

He  droops  diftrefs'd  like  a  fair  froil-chiird  floweri 
Till  glory  from  her  radiant  fphere  on  high. 

Hails  him  to  hold  the  reins  of  regal  power. 

The  fainted  fire  to  realms  of  blifs  remov'd. 

Like  the  fam'd  phoenix  from  his  pyre  fhall  fpring, 

Another  George  as  gracious,  as  belov'd. 
As  good,  and  glorious,  as  the  parent  King. 


HORACE. 

ODEX.      BOOK    IV.        Imitated. 

CHLOE,  my  moft  tender  care. 
Always  coy,  and  always  fair. 
Should  unwilh'd  for  languor  fpread 
O'er  that  beauteous  white  and  red  ; 
Should  thefe  locks  that  fweetly  play 
Down  thefe  Ihoulders,  fall  away. 
And  that  lovely  bloom  that  glows. 
Fairer  than  the  faireft  rofe  ; 
Should  it  fade,  and  leave  thy  face 
Spoil'd  of  every  killing  grace  ; 
Should  your  glafs  the  charge  betray. 
Thus,  my  fair,  you'd  weeping  fay, 

*  Cruel  Gods !  does  beauty  fade  ? 

*  Now  warm  defires  my  breaft  invade  ; 

*  And  why,  while  blooming  youth  did  glow, 

*  Was  this  heart  as  cold  as  fnow  ?' 

Sent 
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Sent    to    Miss    BELL   H ,    with    a 

Pair  of  BUCKLES, 

HAPPY  trifles,  can  ye  bear 
Sighs  of  fondnefs  to  the  fair; 
If  your  pointed  tongues  can  tell. 
How  I  love  my  charming  Bell; 
Fondly  take  a  lover's  part. 
Plead  the  anguiih  of  my  heart. 

Go — ye  trifles — gladly  fly, 
(Gracious  in  my  fair  one's  eye) 
Fly — your  envy'd  blifs  to  meet ; 
Fly,  and  kifs  the  charmer's  f^et, 

Happy  there,  with  waggifli  play, 
Tho'  you  revel  day  by  day. 
Like  the  donor,  ev'ry  night, 
(Robb'd  of  his  fiTpreme  delight) 
To  fubdue  your  wanton  pride, 
Ufelefs,  you'll  be  thrown  afide. 


T  O 


17©      CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 


T    O 


H  L  O  E, 


CHARGE     OF     INCONSTANCY. 


H 


O  W  can  Chloe  think  it  ftrange. 
Time  ihould  make  a  lover  change  ? 


Time  brings  all  things  to  an  end. 
Courage  can't  the  blow  defend. 
See,  the  proud  afpiring  oak 
Falls  beneath  the  fiital  ftroke.; 
If  on  Beauty's  cheek  he  preys, 
S freight  the  rofy  bloom  decays : 
Joy  puts  out  his  lambent  fires. 
And  at  Time's  approach— expires. 

How  can  Chloe  think  it  ftrange. 
Time  fhould  make  a  lover  change? 


INCAN- 


t    i7«     ] 


INCANTATION. 

PERFORMED    AT    THE    THEATRE   IN    SUNDERLAND, 
IN    A    NEW    PANTOMIME. 

RECITATIVE. 

HECATE. 

FROM  the  dark,  tremendous  cdl. 
Where  the  fiends  of  magic  dwell. 
Now  the  Sun  hath  left  the  fkies. 
Daughters  of  inchantment,  rife. 

A       I       R. 

[T^e  Witches  appear. 
Welcome  from  the  fliades  beneath ! 
Welcome  to  the  blalled  heath  ! 
Where  the  fpedre  and  the  fprite 
Glide  along  the  glooms  of  night. 
Beldams  ! — with  attention  keen. 
Wait  the  wifh  of  Harlequin  : 
Many  a  wonder  mufl  be  done 
For  my  firft,  my  fav'rite  fon. 

Chorus    of  Witches, 

Many  a  wonder  fnall  be  done, 
Hecate,  for  your  fav'rite  fon. 

FORTUNE 
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FORTUNE     TO    HARLEQ^UIN. 


PANTOMIME. 


FR  O  M  my  favour,  fenfe  rejefted. 
Fools  by  Fortune  are  protefted  : 
Fortune,  Harlequin,  hath  found  you, 
Happinefs  will  hence  furround  you. 

II. 

Should  a  thoufand  ills  enclofe  you. 
Quick  contrivance  this  *  bellows  you  ! 
Valour  makes  the  fair  adore  you  ; 
This+  fhall  drive  your  foes  before  you. 

III. 
Gold's  the  mighty  fource  of  pleafure  ! 
Take  this  purfe  of  magic  trcafure  ; 
Go — for  while  my  gifts  befriend  you, 
Joy  and  jollity  attend  you. 

*  A  Hat.  t  A  Sword. 


ACROSTIC. 


[   ns  ] 


R 


P-R  AY  tell  me,  fays  Venus,  one  day  to  the  Graces,- 
(0-n  a  vifit  they  came,  and  had  juft  ta'en  their 
places) 
L-et  me  know  why  of  late  I  can  ne'er  fee  your  faces : , 
L  adies,    nothing,    I    hope,    happen'd    here    to    af- 
fright ye: 
Y-ou've    had    compliment    cards    ty'ry   day   to   in- 
vite ye. 

Says   Cupid,    who   guefs'd   their   rebellious    pro- 
ceeding. 
Underhand,    dear    mamma,    there's    fome    mifchief 

a-breeding : 
T-here*s  a  fair  one  at  Lincoln,  fo  firiifh'd  a  beauty, 
T-hat  your  loves  and  your  graces  all  fwerve  from  their 

duty. 
On  my  life,  fays  dame  Venus,  I'll  not  be  thus  put  on, 
N-ow  I  think  on't,  laft  night,  fome  one   call'd  me 
Mifs  Sutton. 


O    N 
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ON       THE 


Death     of     Mrs.     SLEIGH. 


STOCKTON. 


MUCH  lov'd,  much  honoar'd,  much  lamented 
Sleigh  ! 
The  kindred  Virtues  had  expir'd  with  thee. 
Were  it  ordain'd  the  daughters  of  the  {ky. 
Like  the  frail  offspring  of  the  earth,  could  die ; 
Trembling  they  ftand  at  thy  too  early  doom. 
And  mingling  tears  to  confecrate  thy  tomb. 


R        O        S        T        I 


W-HERE  no  ripen'd  fummer  glows, 
I-n  the  lap  of  northern  fnows  ; 
D-efarts  gloomy,  cold,  and  drear, 
(0-nly  let  the  nymph  be  there) 
W-reaths  of  budding  fweets  would  wear. 


I 


M-AT 
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M-AY  would  every  fragrance  bring, 
A-U  the  vernal  bloom  of  fpring  : 
D-ryads,  deck'd  with  myrtles  green, 
D-ancing,  would  attend  their  Queen  : 
'E-very  flower  that  nature  fpreads, 
R-iiing  where  the  charmer  treads  I 


ON      THE 

Death     of    Lord     GRANBY. 

Tp  O  R  private  lofs  the  lenient  tear  may  flow, 
-*-     And  give  a  fhort,  (perhaps)  a  quick  relief; 
While  the  full  heart,  o'ercharg'd  with  public  woe> 
Mult  labour  thro'  a  long,  protraded  grief. 

This  fudden  ftroke  ('twas  like  the  lightning's  blaft) 
The  fons  of  Albion  can't  enough  deplore  ; 

Think,  Britons,  think  on  all  his  triumphs  palV, 

And  ueep your  Warrior  is alas !  no  more. 

Blight,  we  are  told,  refpeds  the  Conq'ror's  tree. 
And  thro'  the  Laurel  grove  with  caution  flies ; 

\'ague — and  how  vain  rauft  that  aflertion  be, 
Co^cr*d  with  Laurds  when  a  Ghaxby  dies! 


o   If 
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O   N      T   H   E 

Death  of  Mr.  ,   of  SUNDERLAND. 

GO,  breath  of  Sorrow, — go  attending  fighs. 
Acquaint  the  natives  of  the  northern  (hore. 
The  man  they  lov'd,  the  man  they  honoiir'd,  dies. 
And  Charity's  firft  fteward — is  no  more. 

Where  (hall  the  poor  a  friendly  patron  find  ? 

Who  (hall  relieve  them  from  their  loads  of  pain  ? 
Say,  has  he  left  a  feeling  heart  behind. 

So  gracious — good — fo  tenderly  humane  ? 

Yes — there  furvives  his  darling  offspring — young, 
Yet  in  the  paths  of  Virtue,  Heady — fure  ! 

*Twas  the  laft  leffon  from  his  parent's  tongue, 
«  Think,  (O  remember)  think  upon  my  Poor.' 


A  PE- 


C     '77    ] 


N 


TO  THE  WORSHIPFUL  FREE  MASONS, 
DELIVERED  FROM  THE  STAGE,  BY  A 
I-ADY,  AT  A  COMEDY  COUNTENANCED 
EY      THAT      FRATERNITY. 

T)  ROT  HERS!  — 'tis   bold    to    interrupt    your 

-*--^  meeting. 

But  from  the  female  world  I  wait  you — greeting  : 

[Curtjies, 

The  ladies  can  advance  a  thoufand  reafons. 
That  make  them  hope  to  be  received  as  Mafons : 
To  keep  a  fecret, — not  one  hint  exprefllng. 
To  rein  the  tongue — O  hufbands,  there's  a  bleffing  ! 
As  Virtue  feems  the  Mafon's  fole  foundation. 
Why  fliould  the  Fair  be  barr'd  from — Inftallation  ? 
If  you  fuppofe  us  weak,  indeed  you  wrong  us  j 
Hiftorians,  Sapphos  too,  you'll  find  among  us ; 
Think — Brothers — think,  and  gracioufly  admit  us  ; 
Doubt  it  not.  Sirs,  we'll  glorioufly  acquit  us : 
How  to  be  wifer,  and  more  cautious,  teach  us. 
Indeed  'tis  time  that  your  inflrudions  reach  us : 

Vol.  LXIX.  N  The 
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The  faults  of  late,  and  every  foul  mifcarriage. 
Committed  in  the  fphere  of  modern  marriage. 
Were  caus'd  (If  I've  a  grain  of  penetration) 
From  each  great  Lady's  not  being  made  a  Mafon. 
Accept  us  then^  to  Brotherhood  receive  us. 
And  Virtue,  we're  convinc'd,  will  never  leave  us. 


A    N 

ODE 

FOR     THE    BIRTK-DAYOr     THE 

KING        OF        PRUSSIA.! 
**  Armaj  Vlrumc^ue  cano."  Virg. 

REGIT. 

MORE  glorious  than  the  comet's  blaze. 
That  through  the  ftarry  region  ftrays : 
From  Zembla  to  the  Torrid  Zone, 
The  mighty  name  of  Prufiia's  known. 


I. 

Be  banifh'd  from  the  books  of  fame. 

Ye  deeds  in  diftant  ages  done ; 

Loft  and  inglorious  is  the  name 

Of  Hannibal,  or  Philip's  fon  : 

Could  Greece,  or  conquering  Carthage  fmg 

A  hero  great  as  Fruifia's  King ! 

Whci€. 
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II. 
Where  relllefs  Envy  can't  explore. 

Or  flatter'd  Hope  prefurae  to  fly ; 
Fate  bade  vidorious  Fred'ric  foar. 

For  laurels  that  can  never  die. 

Could  Greece,  Sec, 

nr. 

His  rapid  bolts  tremendous  break. 

Through  nations  arm'd  in  dread  array. 

Swift  as-  the  furious  blafts  that  Ihake 
The  bofom  of  the  frighted  fea. 

Could  Greece,  .ic. 

IV. 

In  vain,  to  (hake  the  throne  of  Jove, 
With  impious  rage,  the  giants  try'd ; 

'Gainft  Fred'rick's  force  the  nations  flrove 
In  vain — their  haughty  legions  dy'd. 

Could  Greece,  dx. 

V. 
While  Prudence  guides  his  chariot  wheels. 

Thro'  Virtue's  facred  paths  they  roll ; 
Immortal  Truth  his  bofom  fteels. 

And  guards  him  glorious  to  the  o^oal, 

fould  Greece,  &c, 

N  2  The 
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VI. 
The  vengeful  lance  Britannia  wields. 

In  confort  with  her  brave  ally. 
Saves  her  fair  rofes  in  the  fields. 
Where  Gaul's  detefted  lillies  die. 
Wreaths  of  eternal  friendlhip  fpring, 
*Twixt  mighty  George  and  Pruffia's  King, 

VII. 
The  jocund  bowl,  let  Britons  raife. 

And  crown  the  jovial  board  with  mirth  ; 
Fill — to  great  Frederick's  length  of  days, 
And  hail  the  hero's  glorious  birth- 
Could  Greece,  or  conquering  Carthage  ling 
A  chieftain  fam'd  like  PruiTia's  King ! 


A    N 

O  D  E 

COMPOSED     FOR    THE     BIRTH-DAY    OF    THE     LATE 
GENERAL    LORD     BLAKENEY. 

I. 

THE  Mufes  harps,  by  Concord  (Irung! 
Loud  let  them  ftrike  the  feftal  lay, 
Wak'd  by  Britannia's  grateful  tongue. 
To  hail  her  hero's  natal  day, 
Arife,  paternal  glory  rife. 

And  lift  vour  Elakeney  to  the  Ikies ! 

Behold 
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II. 

Behold  his  warlike  banners  wave ! 

Like  Britain's  oak  the  hero  (lands : 
The  fnield — the  (helter  of  the  brave ! 

The  guardian  o'er  the  Britifh  bands ! 
Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

III. 
He  wrefts  the  wreath  from  Richlieu's  *  brows, 

Which  Fraud  or  Fadion  planted  there ; 
France  to  the  gallant  hero  bows. 

And  Europe's  chiefs  his  name  revere. 
Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

IV. 

With  partial  conqueft  on  their  fide  ! 

The  fons  of  Gaul — a  pageant  crew ! 
Rank,  but  inglorious  in  their  pride. 

To  Blakeney,  and  his  vanquilh'd  {c\\\ 
Arife,  paternal,  ^-c. 

V. 

Hibernia  +,  with  maternal  care. 

His  labour'd  rtatue  lifts  on  high  : 
Ee  partial.  Time ! — the  trophy  fpare. 
That  Blakeney's  name  may  never  die  ! 
Arife,  paternal  glory,  rife  ! 
And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  fkies. 

*  Richlieu,  commanderof  the  expedition  aga'nft  Port-Mahon. 
f  A  ftatue  was  erefted    in  Dublin  to  the  memory  of  Gen , 
Blakeney,  who  was  a  native  of  Ireland. 

N    ^  »  N 


I 
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ON      A     VERY      YOUNG     LADY. 

SE  E  how  the  buds  and  blofToms  (hoot ; 
How  fweet  will  be  the  fummer  fruit ! 
Let  us  behold  the  infant  rofe ; 
How  fragrant  when  ks  beauty  blows ! 
The  morning  fmiles,  ferenely  gay ; 
How  bright  will  be  the  promis'd  day ! 
Contemplate  next  the  charming  maid. 
In  early  innocence  array'd  I 
If,  in  the  morning  of  her  years, 
A  luftre  fo  intenfe  appears. 
When  time  fhall  point  her  noon-tide  rays. 
When  her  meridian  charms  fhall  blaze. 
None  but  the  eaglc-ey'd  muft  gaze. 


} 


A 

SONNET: 

ADDRESSED     TO     MISS     S , 

I. 

WHEN  Flora  decks  the  mantling  bowers. 
In  elegant  array. 
And  fcatters  all  her  opening  flower*, 

A  compliment  to  May ! 

With 
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II. 
With  glowing  joy  my  bofom  beats ; 

I  o^aze  delighted  round. 
And  wiih  to  fee  the  various  fweets 

In  one  rich  nofegay  bound, 

III. 
'Tis  granted — and  their  bloom  difplay'd. 

To  blefs  my  wond'ring  view ; 
I  fee  them  all — my  beauteous  maid, 

I  fee  them  all  in — You. 


A        N        A       C        R        E       O        N. 

ODE     V.        Imitated. 

THE 

R  O  S  E. 

SHED  Roses  in  the  fprightly  juice, 
Prepar'd  for  every  focial  ufe ! 
So  fhall  the  earthly  nectar  prove 
A  draught  for  All-Imperial  Jove, 

Ourfelves,  with  rofey  chaplets  bound. 
Shall  fmg,  and  fet  the  goblet  round. 

N  4  Thee, 
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Thee,  ever  gentle  Rose,  we  greet. 
We  worfhip  thee,  delicious  fweet! 
For  tho'  by  mighty  Gods  carefs'd. 
You  deign  to  make  us  mortals  bleft. 

The  Cupids,  and  the  Graces  fair. 
With  myrtle  fprigs  adorn  their  hair ; 
And  nimbly  ftrike  coeleftial  ground. 
Eternal  Roses  bloominor  round. 

o 

Bring  us  more  fweets,  'ere  thefe  expire. 
And  reach  me  that  harmonious  lyre  : 
Gay  Bacchus,  Jove's  convivial  fon. 
Shall  lead  us  to  his  fav'rite  ton  : 
Among  the  fporting  youths  and  maids. 
Beneath  the  vine's  aufpicious  (hades. 
For  ever  young — for  ever  gay. 
We'll  dance  the  jovial  hours  away. 


MOSCHUS. 
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M         O         S         C         H         U         S. 

I    D    Y    L    L    I    U    M      VII. 

(as    translated    by    dr.    BROOME.) 

TO       THE 

EVENING        STAR. 

HAIL,  Golden  Star,  cfrayferene! 
Thou  fav'rite  of  the  Cyprian  Queen  ! 
O  Hefper !  glory  of  the  night, 
DifFufing  thro'  the  gloom,  delight ! 
Whofe  beams,  all  other  ftars  outihine. 
As  much  as  filver  Cynthia,  thine  : 
O  guide  me,  fpeeding  o'er  the  plain. 
To  him  I  love,  my  Ihepherd  fwain  ; 
He  keeps  the  mirthful  feaft,  and  foon 
Dark  fhades  will  cloud  the  fplendid  moon. 
Of  lambs  I  never  robb'd  the  fold. 
Nor  the  lone  traveller  of  gold  : 
Love  is  ray  crime  :  O  !  lend  thy  ray 
To  guide  a  lover  on  her  way. 
May  the  bright  ftar  of  Venus  prove 
The  gentle  harbinger  of  Love ! 


•**  To  this  Idyllium  (tranflated  by  Dr.  Broome)  the  Author 
owns  hi mfelf  indebted  for  a  Jiint,  from  which  the  following  Pafto- 
ral  proceeds. 

A  P  A  S- 
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I. 

WHERE  the  fond  zephir  thro'  the  woodbine 
plays. 
And  wakes  fweet  fragrance  in  the  mantling  bow'r. 
Near  to  that  grove  my  lovely  bridegroom  ftays 
Impatient, — for  'tis  pafl — the  promis'd  hour  I 

II. 

Lend  me  thy  light,  O  ever-fparkling  ftar  ! 

Bright  Hefper !  in  thy  glowing  pomp  array'd. 
Look  down,  look  down,  from  thy  all-glorious  car. 

And  beam  protedion  on  a  wand'ring  maid, 

III. 
'Tis  to  efcape  the  penetrating  fpy. 

And  pafs,  unnotic'd,  from  malignant  fight. 
This  dreary  wafte,  full  refolute,  I  try. 

And  trull  my  footfteps  to  the  Ihades  of  night. 

IV. 

The  Moon  has  flipp'd  behind  an  envious  cloud. 
Her  fmiles,  fo  gracious,  I  no  longer  view  ; 

Let  her  remain  behind  that  envious  Ihroud, 
My  hopes,  bright  Hefperus,  depend  on  you. 

No 
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V. 
No  rancoar  ever  reach'd  my  harmlefs  breaft ; 

I  hurt  no  birds,  nor  rob  the  buflling  bee  : 
Hear,  then,  what  Love  and  Innocence  requeft. 

And  ihed  your  kindeft  influence  on  me. 

VI. 

Thee — Venus  loves — Firft  tu-inkler  of  the  fky. 
Thou  art  her  ftar — in  golden  radiance  gay  I 

On  my  dirtreffes  caft  a  pitying  eye, 

Afnft  me — for,  alas !  I've  loft  my  way. 

VII. 

I  fee  the  darling  of  my  foul — my  Love  ! 

Expreflion  can't  the  mighty  rapture  tell : 
He  leads  me  to  the  bofom  of  the  grove  : 

Thanks,  gentle  ftar — kind  Hefperus,  farewell! 


T  o 


C  H  L  O  E, 

IN     AN'     ILL      HUMOUR, 
I. 

CONSIDER,  fweet  maid,  and  endeavour 
To  conquer  that  pride  in  thy  breaft ; 
It  is  not  an  haughty  behaviour 
Will  fet  oiFthy  charms  to  the  beft. 

The 


i88      CUNNINGHAM'S     POEMS. 

II. 
The  ocean,  when  calm,  may  delight  you. 

But  fliould  a  bold  tempeft  arife. 
The  billows  enrag'd  would  affright  you  ; 

Loud  objedls  of  awful  furprize  I 

III. 
'Tis  thus,  when  good  humour  diffufes 

Its  beams  o'er  the  face  of  a  fair  ; 
With  rapture  his  heart  a  man  lofes. 

While  frowns  turn  love  to  defpair. 


RAMS,     ^.'c. 


An     epigram. 

A  Member  of  the  modern  great 
Pafs'd  Sawney  with  his  budget. 
The  Peer  was  in  a  car  of  Hate, 
The  tinker  forc'd  to  trudge  it. 

But  Sawney  fnall  receive  the  praife 
His  Lordihip  would  parade  for  ; 

One's  debtor  for  his  dapple  greys. 
And  t'other's  (hoes  are  paid  for. 


A  NO- 
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ANOTHER. 

TO  Waileall,  whofe  eyes  were  juft  clofing  in  death, 
Doll  counted  the  chalks  on  the  door ; 
In  peace,  cry'd  the  wretch,  let  me  give  up  my  breath. 
And  Fate  will  {con  rub  out  my  fcore. 

Come,    bailiffs,    cries  Doll,    (how   I'll   hamper    this 
cheat !} 

Let  the  law  be  no  longer  delay 'd, 
I  never  once  heard  of  that  fellow  call'd  Fate, 

And  by  G — d  he  llian't  die  'till  I'm  paid. 


On  Mr.  CHURCHILL's  Death, 

SAYS  Tom  to  Richard,  Churchill's  dead ; 
Says  Richard,  Tom,  you  lie. 
Old  Rancour  the  report  hath  fpread. 
Eat  Genias  cannot  die. 


A  POST' 
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A      POSTSCRIPT. 

WOULD  honeft  Tom  G d*  get  rid  of  a 
fcold. 
The  torture,  the  plague  of  his  life  ! 
Pray  tell  him  to  take  down  his  lion  of  gold. 
And  hang  up  his  brazen-£ac'd  wife. 


B      P      I      G      R      A      P      PI 

FOR 

Dean     S  W  I  F  T  '  s     Monument. 

EXECUTED      BY      MR.     P.     CUNNINGHAM^ 
STATUARY     IN     DUBLIN. 

SAY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame. 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculptor  give  ? 
None — 'tis  a  fanftion  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Muft  bid  the  fculptor  and  his  marble  live. 

*  Landlord  of  the  Golden  Lion,  an  inn  in  Yorkfhirc. 

E  P  I- 
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EPIGRAM. 

COULD   Kate  for   Dick   compofe  the  Gordiait 
firing. 
The  Tyburn  knot  how  near  the  nuptial  ring ! 
A  loving  wife,  obedient  to  her  vows. 
Is  bound  in  duty  to  exalt  her  fpoufe. 


P  O 

T    O 

M  R.    C 


ON      HIS      BEING     SATIRIZED      BY     AN      IGNORANT 

PERSON. 

WHETHER  he's  worth  your  fpleen  or  not^ 
You've  alk'd  me  to  determine  : 
I  wifh  my  friend  a  nobler  lot 
Than  that  of  trampling  vermin. 

A  blockhead  can't  be  worth  our  care, 

Unlefs  that  we'd  befriend  him  : 
As  you've  fome  common  fenfe  to  fpare, 

I'll  pay  what  you  may  lend  him. 


o    !« 
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ON     SEEING     J.    C -FT,    ESQ^    ABUSED     IN     A 

NEWSPAPER. 

T  T  7  HEN  a  wretch  to  public  notice, 
V  V       Would  a  man  of  worth  defame; 
Wit,  as  threadbare  as  his  coat  is. 
Only  Ihews  his  want  of  fhame. 

Bufy,  pert,  unmeaning  parrot ! 

Vileft  of  the  venal  crews ! 
Go — and  in  your  Grub-ftrect  garret. 

Hang  yourfelf  and  paltry  mufe. 

Pity  too  the  meddling  fmner 

Should  for  hunger  hang  or  drown  : 
F X,  (he  muit  not  want  a  dinner) 

Send  the  fcribbier  half  a  crown. 


VERSES, 
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VERSES, 

By    Mr.    CUNNINGHAM, 

WRITTEN      ABOUT      THREE      WEEKS      BEFORE      HIS 
DEATH, 

DEAR  lad,  as  you  run  o*er  my  rhime. 
And  fee  my  long  name  at  the  end. 
You'll  cry — "  And  has  Cunningham  time 
'«  To  give  fo  much  verfe  to  his  friend  ?** 

'Tis  true,  the  reproof  (tho'  fevere) 

Is  juft  from  the  letters  I  owe ; 
But  blamelefs  I  dill  may  appear. 

For  nonfenfe  is  all  I  beftow. 

However,  for  better  for  worfe. 

As  Damons  their  Chloes  receive, 
Ev'n  take  the  dull  lines  I  rehearfe — 

They're  all  a  poor  friend  has  to  give. 

The  Drama  and  I  have  fhook  hands. 

We've  parted,  no  more  to  engage; 
Submiflive  I  met  her  commands — 

For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 
Vol.  LXIX.  O  My 
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My  funlhine  of  youth  is  no  more ! 

My  mornings  of  pleafure  are  fled ! 
'Tis  painful  my  fate  to  endure — 

A  penfion  fupplies  me  with  bread  I 

Dependant  at  length  on  the  man 
Whofe  fortunes  I  ftruggled  to  raife ! 

I  conquer  my  pride  as  I  can — 
His  charity  merits  my  praife ! 

His  bounty  proceeds  from  his  heart ; 

'Tis  principle  prompts  the  fupply — 
His  kindnefs  exceeds  my  defert. 

And  often  fuppreffes  a  figh. 

But  like  the  old  horfe  in  the  fong, 

I'm  turn'd  on  the  Common  to  graze — 

To  Fortune  thefe  changes  belong. 
And  contented  I  yield  to  her  ways ! 

She  ne'er  was  my  friend  ;  thro*  the  day 
Her  fmiles  were  the  fmiles  of  deceit — 

At  noon  fhe'd  her  favours  difplay. 
And  at  night  let  me  pine  at  her  feet. 

No  longer  her  prefence  I  court. 
No  longer  I  Ihrink  at  her  frowns  I 

Her  whimfies  fupply  me  with  fport — 
And  her  fmiles  I  refign  to  the  clowns ! 


Thus 


VERSES. 

Thus  loiL  to  each  worldly  defire. 
And  fcorning  all  riches — all  fame, 

I  quietly  hope  to  retire 

When  time  fhall  the  fummons  proclaim. 

I've  nothing  to  weep  for  behind ! 

To  part  with  my  friends  is  the  word ! 
Their  numbers,  I  grant,  are  confin'd ; 

But  you  are,  ftill,  one  of  the  firil. 


'9; 
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THE       SPLEEN*, 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    MR.    C  U  T  H  B  E  R  T    J  A  C  K  S  O  :<■, 

THIS  motley  piece  to  you  I  fend. 
Who  always  were  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Who,  if  difputes  fhould  happen  hence,  '"      ^«,->\^   \ 

Can  beft  explain  the  author's  fenfe ; 
And,  anxious  for  the  public  weal. 
Do,  what  I  fmg,  fo  often  feel. 

The  want  of  method  pray  excufe. 
Allowing  for  a  vapour'd  Mufe  ;  ^  *  ^ 

Nor  to  a  narrow  path  confin'd. 
Hedge  in  by  rules  a  roving  mind. 

The  child  is  genuine,  you  may  trace 
Throughout  the  fire's  tranfmitted  face. 
Nothing  is  ftol'n  :  my  Mufe,  though  mean. 
Draws  from  thcfpring  ftie  finds  within  ; 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  +  Gildon  fells,- 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells. 

School-helps  I  want,  to  climb  on  high^. 
Where  all  the  ancient  treafures  lie,, 

"*  *'  In  this  Poem,"  Mr.  Melmoth  fays,  *'  there  are  more  orl- 
**  ginal  tnoughts  thrown  together  than  he  had  ever  read  in  the 
*'  fame  c(  m^^als  of  lines. 

Fitzcfp-.rne'i  Letters,  p.  I14^^ 

■\  Gildon's  Art  of  Poetry. 

P  2-  And 
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And  there  unfeen  commit  a  theft 

On  wealth  m  Greek  exchequers  left. 

Then  where  ?  from  whom  ?  what  can  I  fteal. 

Who  only  with  the  moderns  deal  ? 

This  were  attempting  to  put  on 

Raiment  from  naked  bodies  won  *  : 

Tliey  fafely  fmg  before  a  thief, 

They  cannot  give  who  want  relief; 

Some  few  excepted,  nameswell  known. 

And  juftlylaurel'd  with  renown, 

Whofe  ftamp  of  genius  marks  their  ware. 

And  theft  detevfis*    of  theft  beware  ; 

From  More  +  fo  laih'd,  example  fit. 

Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

Firft  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not  mean 
To  write  a  treatife  on  the  Spleen ; 
Nor  to  prefcribe  when  nerves  convulfe  ; 
Nor  mend  th'  alarum  watch,  your  pulfe* 
If  I  am  right,  your  queftion  lay. 
What  courfe  I  take  to  drive  away 
The  day-mare  Spleen,  by  whofe  falfe  pleas- 
Men  prove  mere  fuicides  in  eafe  j 
And  how  I  do  myfelf  demean 
In  ftormy  world  to  live  ferene. 

*  A  painted  veft  Prince  Vortiger  had  on, 
Which  from  a  naked  Pift  his  grandfire  won. 

Ho'zvard''s  Britijh  Pr'inceu 
■\  James  More  Smith,  Efq;     See  Dunciad,  B.  ii.  -1.  50.  and 
th-?  note?,  where  the  circamttances  of  the  trania(i^ion  hcie  alluded 
to  are  very  fully  explained. 

3  When 
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\Mien  by  its  magic  hntern  Spleen 
Vv'ith  frightful  figures  fpreads  life's  fcene. 
And  threac'ning  profpedts  urg'd  my  fears, 
A  ilranger  to  the  luck  of  heirs  ; 
Reafon,  fome  quiet  to  reftore, 
■Shew'd  part  was  fubftance,  friadow  more; 
With  Spleen's  dead  weight  though  heavy  grown, 
III  life's  rough  tide  I  funk  not  down. 
Bur  fwam,  'till  Fortune  threw  a  rope, 
Eaoyant  on  bladders  iill'd  with  hope. 

I  aisvays  choofe  the  plainell  food 
To  mend  vifcidity  of  blood. 
Haiii   water-gruel,  healing  power. 
Of  eai'y  accefs  to  the  poor ; 
1  hy  help  love's  confeffors  implore. 
And  do(^tors  fecretly  adore  ; 
To  thee,  I  fly,  by  thee  dilute — 
Through  veins  my  blood  doth  quicker  (hoot, 
And  by  f.vift  current  throws  off  ekan 
Proline  particles,  of  Spleen. 

I  never  fick  by  drinking  grow. 
Nor  keep  myfelf  a  cup  too  low, 
'  -d  feldom  Cloe's  lodgings  haunt, 

..rifty  of  fpirits,  which  I  want. 

Hunting  I  reckon  very  good 
To  brace  the  nerves,  and  ilir  the  blood  : 
Eut  after  no  field-honours  itch, 
Atchiev'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch. 
While  Spleen  lies  fofi  relax'd  in  bed. 
Or  o'er  coal  fires  inclines  the  head, 

P  3  Hygeia's 
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Hygeia's  fons  with  hound  and  horn. 
And  jovial  cry.  awake  the  morn. 
"Thefe  fee  her  from  the  dufky  plight, 
Smear'd  by  th'  embraces  of  the  night. 
With  roral  wafh  redeem  her  face. 
And  prove  herfelf  of  Titan's  race. 
And,  mounting  in  loofe  robes  the  ficies. 
Shed  light  and  fragrance  as  fhe  flies. 
Then  horfe  and  hound  fierce  joy  difplay. 
Exulting  at  the  hark-away. 
And  in  purfuit  o'er  tainted  ground 
From  lungs  robuft  field-notes  refoimd. 
Then,  as  St.  George  the  dragon  fiew. 
Spleen  pierc'd,  trod  down,  and  dying  view  j 
While  all  their  fpirits  are  on  wing. 
And  woods,  and  hills,  and  vallies  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrong  bias.  Spleen; 
Some  recommend  the  bowling-green  i 
Some,  hilly  walks;  all,  exercife; 
Fling  but  a  ftone,  the  giant  dies  ; 
Laugh  and  be  v/ell.     Monkeys  have  been 
Extreme  good  dodcrs  for  the  fpleen  ; 
And  kitten,  if  the  humour  hit. 
Has  harlequin'd  away  the  fit. 

Since  mirth  is  good  in  this  behalf ; 
At  fome  partic'lars  let  us  laugh. 
Witlings,  brilk  fools,  curs'd  with  half  fenfe. 
That  fiimulates  their  impotence  ; 
Who  buz  in  rhyme,  and,  like  blind  flies. 
Err  with  their  wings  for  want  of  eyes. 

Poor 
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Poor  authors  worfhipping  a  calf. 
Deep.  tra?;edies  that  make  us  laugh, 
A  ftrid  diilenter  faying  grace, 
A  lect'rer  preaching  for  a  place. 
Folks,  things  prophetic  to  difpcnfe. 
Making  the  paft  the  future  tenfe. 
The  popifh  dubbing  of  a  pried. 
Fine  epitaphs  on  knaves  deceas'd, 
Green-apron'd  PythonifTa's  rage. 
Great  ^fculapius  on  his  ftage, 
A  mifer  ftarving  to  be  rich. 
The  prior  of  Newgate's  dying  fpeech, 
A  jointur'd  widow's  ritual  ftate. 
Two  Jews  difputing  tete  a  tete, 
N'ew  almanacs  compos'd  by  feers, 

\periments  on  felons  ears, 
JJifdainful  prudes,  who  ceafelefs  ply 
The  fuperb  mufcle  of  the  eye, 
A  coquet's  April-weather  face, 
A  Queenb'rough  maVor  behind  his  mace,     ^ 
And  fops  in  military  fhev/. 
Are  fov'reign  for  the  cafe  in  view. 

If  fpleen-fogs  rife  at  clofe  of  day,  -| 

I  clear  my  ev'ning  vdth  a  play,  i 

Or  to  fome  concert  take  my  way,  J 

The  com.pany,  the  fnine  of  lights. 
The  fcenes  of  humour,  mufic's  flights, 
Adjuil  and  izt  the  foul  to  rights. 

Life's  moving  pictures,  weil-wrought  plays. 
To  others'  grief  attendon  raife  : 

P  4  Here, 
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Here,  while  the  tragic  fidiom  glow. 
We  borrow  joy  by  pitying  woe  ; 
There  gaily  comic  fcenes  delight. 
And  hold  true  mirrors  to  our  light* 
Virtue,  in  charming  drefs  array'd. 
Calling  the  pafiions  to  her  aid. 
When  moral  fcenes  juft  aftions  join. 
Takes  (hape,  and  ftiews  her  face  divine. 

Mafic  has  charms,  we  all  may  find. 
Ingratiate  deeply  with  the  mind. 
When  art  does  found's  high  pow'r  advance. 
To  mufic's  pipe  the  palfions  dance  ; 
Motions  unwill'd  its  pow'rs  have  Ihewn, 
Tarantulated  by  a  tune. 
Many  have  held  the  foul  to  be 
Nearly  iilly'd  to  harmony. 
Her  have  I  known  indulging  grief. 
And  Ihunning  company's  relief. 
Unveil  her  face,  and  looking  round. 
Own,  by  neglefting  forrow's  wound. 
The  confanguinity  of  found. 

In  rainy  days  keep  double  guard. 
Or  Spleen  will  furely  be  tco  hard  ; 
Which,  like  thofe  fifh  by  failcrs  met. 
Fly  higheft,  while  their  wings  are  wet. 
In  fuch  dull  weather,  fo  unfit 
To  euterprize  a  work  of  wit. 
When  clouds  one  yard  of  azure  Iky, 
That's  fit  for  fimile,  denv. 
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I  drefs  my  face  with  ftudious  looks. 

And  (horten  tedious  hours  with  books. 

But  if  dull  fogs  invade  the  head. 

That  mem'ry  minds  not  what  is  read, 

I  fit  in  window  dry  as  ark. 

Arid  on  the  drowning  world  remark  ; 

Or  to  fome  coiFee-houfe  I  flray 

For  news,  the  manna  of  a  day. 

And  from  the  hipp'd  difcourfes  gather. 

That  politics  go  by  the  weather  : 

Then  feek  good-huinour'd  tavern  chums. 

And  play  at  cards,  but  for  fmall  fums  ; 

Or  with  the  merry  fellows  quaff. 

And  laugh  aloud  with  them  that  laugh  ; 

Or  drink  a  jcco-ferious  cup 

With  fouls  who've  took  their  freedom  up. 

And  let  my  mind,  beguU'd  by  talk. 

In  Epicurus'  garden  walk. 

Who  thought  it  heav'n  to  be  ferene ; 

Pain,  hell,  and  purgatory,  fpleen. 

Soir.etimes  I  drefs,  with  women  lit. 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit ; 
Quit  the  ftifr  garb  of  ferious  fenfe. 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence. 
Nor  think  nor  fpeak  with  any  pains. 
But  lay  on  fancy's  neck  the  reins  ; 
Talk  of  unufual  fwell  of  waiil 
In  maid  of  honour  loofely  lac'd. 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spanifh  red. 
And  loving  pair  with  fep'rate  bed. 

And 
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And  jewels  pawn'd  for  lofs  of  game. 
And  then  redeem'd  by  lofs  of  fame ; 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  left  in  the  lurch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  church) 
Perceiv'd  in  hack  with  lover  fine. 
Like  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin  : 
And  thus  in  modilh  manner  we. 
In  aid  of  fugar,  fv/eet  tea. 

Permit,  ye  fair,  your  idol  form. 
Which  e'en  the  coldeft  heart  can  warm. 
May  with  its  beauties  grace  my  line. 
While  I  bow  down  before  its  {hrine. 
And  your  throng'd  altars  with  my  lays 
Perfume,  and  get  by  giving  praife. 
W^ith  fpeech  fo  fweet,  fo  fvveet  a  mien 
You  excommunicate  the  Spleen, 
Vv^hich,  fiend-Iike,  fiies  the  magic  ring 
You  form  with  found,  when  pleas'd  to  fing; 
Whate'er  you  fay,  hovve'er  you  move. 
We  look,  we  liften,  and  approve. 
Your  touch,  which  gives  to  feeling  blifs. 
Our  nerves  officious  throng  to  kifs ; 
By  Celia's  pat,  on  their  report. 
The  grave-air'd  foul,  inclin'd  to  fport> 
Renounces  wifdom's  fullen  pomp. 
And  loves  the  floral  game,  to  romp. 
But  who  can  view  the  pointed  rays, 
'iliat  from  black  eyes  fcintiilant  blaze  ? 
Love  on  his  throne  of  glory  feems 
Encompafs'd  with  Satellite  beams, 
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But  when  blue  eyes,  more  foftly  bright, 

DifFufe  benignly  humid  light. 

We  gaze,  and  fee  the  fmiiing  loves. 

And  Cytherea's  gentle  doves. 

And  raptur'd  fix  in  fuch  a  face. 

Love's  mercy-feat,  and  throne  of  grace. 

Shine  but  on  age,  you  melt  its  fnow ; 

Again  fires  long-extinguilli'd  glow. 

And,  charra'd  by  v/itchery  of  eyes. 

Bloody  long  congealed  liquefies  ! 

True  miracle,  and  fairly  done 

By  heads  which  are  ador'd  while  on. 
But  oh,  what  pity  'tis  to  find 

Such  beauties  both  of  form  and  mind. 
By  modern  breeding  much  debas'd. 
In  half  the  female  world  at  leaft !  ■ 
Kence  I  with  care  fuch  Ictt'ries  fhun. 
Where,  a  prize  mifs'd,  I'm  quite  undone; 
And  han't,  by  vent'ring  on  a  v/ife. 
Yet  run  the  greateft  rific  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  gjaardian  aunts,  forbear 
Your  impious  pains  to  form  the  fair. 
Nor  lay  out  fo  much  coft  and  art. 
But  to  deflow'r  the  virgin  heart; 
Of  every  folly-foU'ring  bed 
By  quick'ning  heat  of  cuftom  bred. 
Rather  than  by  your  culture  fpoil'd, 
Defiil,  and  give  us  nature  wild. 
Delighted  with  a  hoyden  foul, 
V.  hich  truth  and  innocence  controul. 

Coquets, 
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Coquets,  leave  off  affeded  arts. 
Gay  fowlers  at  a  flock  of  hearts  ; 
Woodcocks  to  fliun  your  fnares  have  {kill. 
You  (hew  fo  plain,  you  ftrive  to  kill. 
In  love  the  artlefs  catch  the  game. 
And  they  fcarce  mifs  who  never  aim. 

The  w^orld's  great  author  did  create 
The  fex  to  fit  the  nuptial  ftate. 
And  meant  a  bleHing  in  a  wife 
To  folace  the  fatigues  of  life  ; 
And  old  infpired  times  difplay. 
How  wives  could  love,  and  yet  obey. 
Then  truth,  and  patience  of  controul. 
And  houfe-wife  arts  adorn'd  the  foul ; 
And  charms,  the  gift  of  nature,  fhone  ; 
And  jeaioufy,  a  thing  unknown  : 
Veils  were  the  only  malks  they  wore ; 
Novels  (receipts  to  make  a  whore) 
Nor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  they  knew. 
Nor  Pam's  puifiance  felt  at  loo. 
Wife  men  did  not  to  be  thought  gay. 
Then  compliment  their  pow'r  away  : 
But  left,  by  frail  defires  milled. 
The  girls  forbidden  paths  fnouid  treat!, 
Of  ign'rance  rais'd  the  fafe  high  wall ; 
We  fmk  haw-haws,  that  (hew  them  all. 
Thus  we  at  once  folicit  fenfe. 
And  charge  them  not  to  break  the  fence. 

Now,  if  untir'd,  confider  friend, 
What  1  avoid  to  gain  my  end. 


I  never 
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I  never  am  at  meeting  (cen. 
Meeting,  that  region  of  the  Spleen  ; 
The  broken  heart,  the  bufy  fiend. 
The  inward  call,  on  Spleen  de^^end. 

Law,  licensed  breaking  of  the  peace. 
To  which  vacation  is  difeafe  : 
A  gypfy  diftion  fcarce  known  well 
By  th'  magi,  who  law-fortunes  tell, 
I  fhnn  :  nor  let  it  breed  within 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  Spleen ; 
Law,  grown  a  foreft,  where  perplex 
The  mazes,  and  the  brambles  vex  ; 
\^Tiere  its  twelve  verdVrs  every  day 
Are  changiiTg  fiill  the  public  way  : 
Yet  if  we  mifs  oor  path  and  err. 
We  grievvous  penalties  incur; 
And  wand'rers  tire,  and  tear  their  fkin. 
And  then  get  out  where  they  went  in. 

I  never  ga-Tie,  and  rarely  bet. 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt. 
No  compter-v.rits  me  agitate  ; 
Who  moralizing  pafs  the  gate. 
And  there  mine  eyes  on  f}:)end thrifts  turn. 
Who  vainly  o'er  their  bondage  mourn. 
Wifdom,  before  beneath  their  care. 
Pays  her  upbraiding  vifits  there. 
And  forces  folly  through  the  grate. 
Her  panegyric  to  repeat. 
This  view,  profufely  Vv  hen  inclined. 
Enters  a  caveat  in  the  mind  : 

Experience 
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Experience  join'd  with  common  fenfe. 
To  mortals  is  a  providence. 

Paffion,  as  frequently  is  feen, 
Subfiding  fettles  into  Spleen. 
Hence,  as  the  plague  of  happy  life,. 
I  run  away  from  party-ftrife. 
A  prince's  caufe,  a  church's  claim, 
I've  known  to  raife  a- mighty  flame,^ 
And  prieft,  as  ftoker,  very  free 
To  throw  in  peace  and  charity. 

That  tribe,  whofe  pradlicals  decree 
Small  beer  the  deadiieft  herefy  ; 
Who,  fond  of  pedigree,  derive 
From  the  moft  noted  whore  alive  ; 
Who  own  wine's  old  prophetic  aid. 
And  love  the  mitre  Bacchus  made. 
Forbid  the  faithful  to  depend 
On  half-pint  drinkers  for  a  friend. 
And  in  whofe  gay  red-letter 'd  face 
We  read  good-living  more  than  grace  : 
Nor  they  fo  pure,  and  fo  precife, 
Immac'late  as  their  white  of  eyes. 
Who  for  the  fpirit  hug  the  Spleen, 
Phylafter'd  throughout  all  their  mien, 
W'ho  their  ill-tafted  home-orew'd  pray'r 
To  the  ilate's  mellow  forms  prefer  ; 
Who  dodrines,  as  infe^icus,  fear. 
Which  are  not  lleep'd  in  vinegar. 
And  famples  of  heart-chefted  grace 
Expofe  in  Ihevv-glafs  of  the  face,  '       - 

•    ♦  Did 
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Did  ne/er  me  as  yet  provoke 
Either  to  honour  band  and  cloak. 
Or  deck  my  hat  with  leaves  of  oak, 

I  rail  not  u^ith  mock-patriot  grace 
At  folks,  beca-jfe  they  are  in  place  j 
Nor,  hir'd  to  praife  with  fiallion  pen> 
Serve  the  ear-lechery  of  men  ; 
But  to  avoid  religious  jars. 
The  lav,-s  are  m.y  expofitors. 
Which  in  my  doubting  mind  create 
Conformity  to  church  and  ftate. 
I  go,  purfuant  to  my  plan. 
To  Mecca  with  the  Caravan. 
And  thinli  it  right  in  common  fenfe 
Both  for  diverfion  and  defence. 

Reforming  fchemes  are  none  of  mine  ; 
To  mend  the  world's  a  vaft  defign  : 
Like  theirs,  who  tug  in  little  boat. 
To  pull  to  them  the  fhip  afloat. 
While  to  defeat  their  labour'd  end. 
At  once  both  wind  and  ftream  contend  : 
Succefs  herein  is  feldom  feen. 
And  zeal,  when  baffled,  turns  to  Spleen, 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent. 
Grieves  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent ; 
His  {kii7  does  with  the  current  glide. 
Not  puffing  puli'd  againft  the  tide. 
He,  paddling  by  the  fcaffiing  crowd,  -   . 

Sees  unconcern'd  life's  waggr  row'd,  •    . . 

Aad 
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And  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  play. 
Enjoys  tlie  folly  of  the  fray. 

By  thefe  refleftions  I  repeal 
Each  hafty  promife  made  in  zeaL 
When  gofpel  propagators  fay. 
We're  bound  our  great  light  to  difplay^ 
And  Indian  darknefs  drive  away. 
Yet  none  but  drunken  watchmen  fend. 
And  fcoundrel  link-boys  for  that  end  ; 
When  they  cry  up  this  holy  war,. 
Which  every  chriflian  fhoiild  be  for. 
Yet  fuch  as  owe  the  law  their  ears. 
We  find  employed  as  engineers  : 
This  view  my  forward  zeal  fo  fhocks. 
In  vain  they  hold  the  money-box. 
At  fuch  a  conduft,  which  intends 
By  vicious  means  fuch  virtuous  ends, 
I  laugh  off  Spleen,  and  keep  my  pence 
From  fpoiling  Indian  innocence. 

Yet  philofophic  love  of  cafe 
I  fufFer  not  to  prove  difeafe. 
But  rife  up  in  the  virtuous  caufe 
Of  a  free  prefs,  and  equal  laws. 
The  prefs  reftrain'd  !  nefandous  thought  f 
In  vain  our  fires  have  nobly  fought : 
While  free  from  force  the  prefs  remains. 
Virtue  and  Freedom  cheer  our  plains. 
And  Learning  largeffes  beftows. 
And  keeps  uncenfur'd  open  houfe. 
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We  to  the  nation's  public  mart 
Our  works  of  wit,   and  fchemes  of  art. 
And  philofophic  goods  this  way. 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
This  tree,  which  knowledge  fo  affords, 
Inquifitors  with  fiaming  fwords 
From  lay  approach  with  zeal  defend. 
Left  their  own  paradife  fhould  end. 
The  prefs  from  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  the  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
Her  offspring,  fkill'd  in  logic  war. 
Truth's  banner  wav*d  in  open  air  ; 
The  monfter  Superftition  fled. 
And  hid  in  Ihades  its  Gorgon  head ; 
And  lawlefs  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reafon  quell'd,  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
This  nurfe  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fence 
To  chain,   is  treafon  againfl  fenfe ; 
And,  Libert}',  thy  thoufand  tongues 
None  filence,  who  defign  no  wrongs ; 
For  thofe,  who  ufe  the  gag's  reflraint, 
Firft  rob,  before  they  flop  complaint. 

Since  difappointm.ent  gauls  within. 
And  fubjugates  the  foul  to  Spleen, 
Moil  fchemes,  as  money-fnares,  I  hate. 
And  bite  not  at  projector's  bait. 
Sufficient  wrecks  appear  each  day. 
And  yet  frefn  fools  are  cad  away. 
Ere  well  the  bubbled  can  turn  round. 
Their  painted  vexTel  runs  aground  ; 
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Or  in  deep  Teas  it  overfets 
By  a  fierce  hurricane  of  debts ; 
Or  helm  direftors  in  one  trip. 
Freight  firfl:  embezzled,  fmk  the  fhip. 
Such  was  of  late  a  corporation  *, 
The  brazen  ferpent  of  the  nation. 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  diftrefs'd. 
The  poor  muft  look  at  to  be  bleft. 
And  thence  expert,  with  paper  feal'd 
By  fraud  and  us'ry,  to  be  hcal'd. 

I  in  no  foul-confumption  wait 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great. 
And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 
On  the  fpare  diet  of  a  fmile. 
There  you  may  fee  the  idol  ftand 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand  ; 
Above,  below,  now  here,  now  there. 
He  throws  about  the  funny  glare. 
Crowds  pant,  and  prefs  to  feize  the  prize. 
The  g:}y  delufion  of  their  eyes. 

When  Fancy  tries  her  limning  fkill 
To  draw  and  colour  at  her  will, 

*  The  Charitable  Corporation,  inftituted  for  the  relief  of  the 
indulhious  poor,  by  affifting  them  with  fmall  fams  upon  pledges 
at  legal  intereft.  By  the  villany  of  thofe  who  had  the  manage- 
ment of  this  fcheme,  the  proprietors  were  defrauded  of  very  con- 
fiderable  fums  of  money.  In  1732  the  condudl  of  the  dircdlon 
of  this  body,  became  the  fubje<Sb  of  a  parliamentary  enquiry,  anc 
fome  of  them  who  were  members  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons, 
were  expelled  for  their  concern  In  this  iniquitous  tranfadlion. 

And 


T  H  E     8   P  L   E   E   K.  213 

And  raife  and  round  the  figure  well. 
And  (hew  her  talent  to  excel, 
I  guard  my  heart,  left  it  fhould  woa 
Unreal  beauties  Fancy  drew. 
And  difappointed,  feel  defpair 
At  lofs  of  things,  that  never  were. 

When  I  lean  politicians  mark 
Grazing  on  aether  in  the  park ; 
WTio  e'er  on  wing  with  open  throats 
Fly  at  debates,  expreiTes,  votes, 
Juft  in  the  manner  fwallo'.vs  ufe. 
Catching  their  airy  food  of  news  ; 
Whofe  latrant  ftomachs  oft  moleft 
The  deep-laid  plans  their  dreams  fuggeft ; 
Or  fee  fome  poet  penfive  fit. 
Fondly  miftaking  Spleen  for  Wit : 
Who,  though  fnort-winded,  ftill  will  aim 
To  found  the  epic  trump  of  Fame ; 
Who  ftill  on  Phcebus'  frailes  will  doat. 
Nor  learn  conviQion  from  his  coat ; 
I  blefs  my  ftars,  I  never  knew 
Whimfies,  which  clofe  pursu'd,  undo. 
And  have  from  eld  experience  been 
Both  parent  and  the  child  of  Spleen. 
Thefe  fubjefts  of  Apollo's  ftate. 
Who  from  falfe  fire  derive  their  fate. 
With  airy  purchafes  undone 
C  ■"  lands,  v/hich  none  lend  money  on. 
Born  dull,  had  follow'd  thriving  ways, 
Xor  loft  one  hour  to  gather  bavs. 

0^2  '  Their 
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Their  fancies  firft  delirious  grew. 

And  fcenes  ideal  took  for  true. 

Fine  to  the  fight  ParnafTus  lies. 

And  with  falfe  profpe(fts  cheats  their  eyes ; 

The  fabled  gods  the  Poets  f.ng, 

A  feafon  of  perpetual  fpring. 

Brooks,  flow'ry  fields,  and  groves  of  trees. 

Affording  fweets  and  fimiles. 

Gay  dreams  infpir'd  in  myrtle  bow'rs. 

And  wreaths  of  undecaying  ilow'rs, 

Apollo's  harp  with  airs  divine. 

The  facred  mufic  of  the  Nine, 

Views  of  the  temple  rais'd  to  Fame, 

And  for  a  vacant  niche  proud  aim, 

Raviih  their  fouls,  and  plainly  (hew 

What  Fancy's  llLetching  power  can  do» 

They  will  attempt  the  mountain  fteep. 

Where  on  the  top,  like  dreams  in  fleep. 

The  Mufe's  revelations  fhew. 

That  find  men  crackM,  or  make  them  fo. 

You,  friend,  like  me,  the  trade  of  rhyiBC 
Avoid,  elab'rate  wafle  of  time. 
Nor  are  content  to  be  undone. 
To  pafs  for  Phoebus'  crazy  fon. 
Poems,  the  hop-grounds  of  the  brain. 
Afford  the  moll  uncertain  gain  ; 
And  lott'ries  never  tempt  the  wife 
With  blanks  fo  many  to  a  prize. 
I  only  trannent  vifits  pay. 
Meeting  the  Mufes  in  my  way. 

Scarce 
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Scarce  known  to  the  faftidlous  dames, 
Nor  ikiird  to  call  them  by  their  names. 
Nor  can  their  pafTports  in  thefe  days. 
Your  profit  warrant,  or  your  praife. 
On  Poems  by  their  didates  writ. 
Critics,  as  fworn  appraifers,  fit. 
And  mere  upholft'rers  in  a  trice 
On  gems  and  paintings  fet  a  price. 
Thefe  layrring  artifts  for  our  lays 
Invent  cramp'd  rules,  and  with  ftrait  ftays 
Striving  free  Nature's  Ihape  to  hit. 
Emaciate  fenfe,  before  they  fit.  . 

A  common  place,  and  many  friends. 
Can  ferve  the  plagiary's  ends, 
Whofe  eafy  vamping  talent  lies, 
Firft  wit  to  pilfer,  then  difguife. 
Thus  fome  devoid  of  art  and  fkill 
To  fearch  the  mine  on  Pindus'  hill. 
Proud  to  afpire  and  workmen  grow. 
By  genius  doom'd  to  flay  below. 
For  their  own  digging  fhew  the  town 
Wit's  treafure  brought  by  others  down. 
Some  wanting,  if  they  find  a  mine. 
An  artiil's  judgment  to* refine. 
On  fame  precipitately  fix'd. 
The  ore  with  bafer  metals  mix'd 
Melt  down,  impatient  of  delay. 
And  call  the  vicious  mafs  a  play. 
All  thefe  engage  to  fer\  e  their  ends, 
A  band  feki5l  of  trull/  friends, 

CL3  Wh«, 
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Who,  leflbn'd  right,  extol  the  thing. 
As  Pfapho  *  taught  his  birds  to  fing ; 
Then  to  the  ladies  they  fubmit, 
Jleturning  officers  on  wit : 
A  crowded  houfe  their  prefence  draws. 
And  on  the  beaus  impofes  laws, 
A  judgment  in  its  favour  ends. 
When  all  the  panncl  are  its  friends ; 
Their  natures  merciful  and  mild 
Have  from  mtre  pity  fav'd  the  child ; 
In  bulrufli  ark  the  bantling  found 
Helplefs,  and  ready  to  be  drown'd. 
They  have  preferv'd  by  kind  fupporf. 
And  brought  the  baby-mufe  to  court. 
But  there's  a  youth  +  that  you  can  name^ 
Who  needs  no  leading-ftrings  to  fame, 
Whofe  quick  maturity  of  brain 
The  birth  of  Pallas  may  explain  : 
Dreaming  of  whofe  depending  fate, 
I  heard  Melpomene  debate, 
This,  this  is  he,  that  was  foretold 
Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old. 

*  Pfipho  was  a  Libyan,  who  defiring  to  be  accounted  a  God, 
cfiefted  it  by  this  means  :  Ke  took  young  birds  and  taught  then^ 
to  fing,  Pfapho  is  a  great  God.  When  they  were  perfedl  in  their 
leiFon,  he  let  them  Hy  j  and  other  birds  learning  the  fame  ditty, 
repeated  it  in  the  woods ;  on  which  his  countrymen  offered  facri- 
^ce  to  him,  and  confidered  him  as  a  Deity. 

■f  Mr.  Glover,  the  excellent  author  of  Leonidas,  Boadicea, 
Medea,  &c. 

Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd  by  me  with  facred  art. 

He  fings,  and  rules  the  varied  heart ; 

If  Jove's  dread  anger  he  rehearfe. 

We  hear  the  thunder  in  his  verfe ; 

If  he  defcribes  love  turn'd  to  rage, 

Tlie  furies  riot  in  his  page. 

If  he  fair  liberty  and  law 

By  ruffian  pow'r  expiring  draw. 

The  keener  pafnons  then  engage 

Aright,  and  fandify  their  rage; 

If  he  attempt  difaftrous  love. 

We  hear  thofc  plaints  that  wound  the  grove*. 

Within  the  kinder  paflions  glow. 

And  tears  diftill'd  from  pity  flow. 

From  the  bright  vifion  I  defcend. 
And  my  deferted  diem  attend* 

Me  never  did  ambition  feize. 
Strange  fever  moft  inflamed  by  eafe  \ 
The  a<5live  lunacy  of  pride. 
That  courts  jilt  Fortune  for  a  bride. 
This  par'dife-tree,  fo  fair  and  high, 
I  view  with  no  afpiring  eye  : 
Like  afpen  fhake  the  reftlefs  leaves. 
And  Sodom-fruit  our  pains  deceives. 
Whence  frequent  falls  give  no  furprife^ 
But  fits  of  Spleen,  call'd  groi'jing  ixjjje^ 
Greatnefs  in  giitt'ring  forms  difplay'd 
AiFefts  weak  eyes  much  us'd  to  (hade;, 
And  by  its  fallly-envy'd  fcene 
Gives  felf-debaling  fits  of  Spleen. 
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We  fiiould  be  pleas'd  that  things  are  fo. 
Who  do  for  nothing  fee  the  fnow. 
And,  middle  ftz'd,  can  pafs  between 
Life's  hubbub  fafe,  becaufe  unfeen. 
And  'midft  the  glare  of  greatnefs  trace 
A  wat'ry  funihine  in  the  face-. 
And  pleafures  fled  to,  to  redrefs 
The  fad  fatigue  of  idlenefs. 

Contentment,  parent  of  delight. 
So  much  a  ftranger  to  our  fight, 
Say,  goddefs,  in  what  happy  place 
Mortals  behold  thy  blooming  face ; 
Thy  gracious  aufpices  impart. 
And  for  thy  temple  choofe  my  heart. 
They,  whom  thou  deigneft  to  infpire. 
Thy  fcience  learn,  to  bound  defire; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind 
They  turn  to  pleafure  all  they  find  ; 
They  both  difdain  in  outward  mien 
The  grave  and  folemn  garb  of  Spleen, 
And  meretricious  arts  of  drcfs. 
To  feign  a  joy,  and  hide  diilrefs ; 
UnniQv'd  when  the  rude  tempeft  blows, 
V/ ithout  an  opiate  they  repofe  ; 
And  cover'd  by  your  fhield,    defy 
The  whizzing  lliafts,  that  round  them  xlj  : 
Nor  meddling  with  the  god's  affairs. 
Concern  thcmfelyes  witii  diftant  cares; 
But  place  their  blifs  in  mental  reii. 
And  fsail  urcn  the  good  pofitis'd. 

Forc'd 
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Forc'd  by  foft  violence  of  pray'r. 
The  blithfome  goddefs  foothes  my  care, 
I  feel  the  deity  infpire. 
And  thus  fhe  models  my  defire. 
Two  hundred  pounds  half-yearly  paid. 
Annuity  fecurely  made, 
A  farm  fome  twenty  miles  from  town. 
Small,  tight,  falubrious,  and  my  own ; 
Two  maids,  that  never  faw  the  town, 
A  ferving-man,  not  quite  a  clown, 
A  boy  to  help  to  tread  the  mow. 
And  dri\'e,  while  t'other  holds  the  plough; 
A  chief,  of  temper  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Fit  to  converfe,  and  keep  the  keys ; 
And  better  to  preferve  the  peace, 
CommiiTion'd  by  the  name  of  niece ; 
With  underdandings  of  a  fize 
To  think  their  mafter  very  wife. 
May  heav'n  (it's  all  I  wifh  for)  fend 
One  genial  room  to  treat  a  friend. 
Where  decent  cup-board,  little  plate, 
Difplay  benevolence,  not  ftate. 
And  may  my  humble  dwelling  ftand 
Upon  fome  chofen  fpot  of  land  : 
A  pond  before  full  to  the  brim, 
W^here  cows  may  cool,  and  gt^k  may  fvvim  5 
Behind,  a  green  like  velvet  near. 
Soft  to  the  eye,  and  to  the  feet ; 
Where  od'rous  plants  in  evening  fair 
Breathe  all  around  ambrofial  air ; 

From 


226  GREEN'S    POEMS. 

From  Eurus,  foe  to  kitchen  ground, 

Fenc'd  by  a  flope  with  bufhes  crown'd. 

Fit  dwelling  for  the  feather'd  throng, 

Who  pay  their  quit- rents  with  a  Tong; 

With  op'ning  views  of  hill  and  dale. 

Which  fenfe  and  fancy  too  regale. 

Where  the  half- cirque,  which  vifion  bounds^ 

Like  amphitheatre  furrounds ; 

And  woods  impervious  to  the  breeze. 

Thick  phalanx  of  embodied  trees. 

From  hills  through  plains  in  duik  array 

Extended  far,  repel  the  day. 

Here  ftillnefs,  height,  and  folemn  (hade 

Invite,  and  contemplation  aid  : 

Here  nymphs  from  hollow  oaks  relate 

The  dark  decrees  and  will  of  fate. 

And  dreams  beneath  the  fpreading  beech 

Infpire,  and  docile  fancy  teach. 

While  foft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind, 

Impulfes  ruftle  through  the  mind. 

Here  Dryads,  fcorning  Phoebus'  ray. 

While  Pan  melodious  pipes  away. 

In  meafur'd  motions  frilk  about, 

'Till  old  Silenus  puts  them  out. 

There  fee  the  clover,  pea,  and  bean. 

Vie  in  variety  of  green  ; 

Frefh  paftures  fpeckled  o'er  with  fheep. 

Brown  fields  their  fallow  fabbaths  keep^ 

Plump  Ceres  golden  treifes  wear. 

And  poppy  top-knots  deck  her  hair^. 


And 
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And  fiher  ftreams  through  meadows  ftray. 
And  Naiads  on  the  margin  play. 
And  lefTer  nymphs  on  fide  of  hills 
From  play-thing  urns  pour  down  the  rills. 

Thus  fhelter'd,  free  from  care  and  ftrife. 
May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life  ; 
See  faftion,  fafe  in  low  degree, 
A  s  men  at  land  fee  ftorms  at  fea. 
And  laugh  at  miferable  elves 
Not  kind,  fo  much  as  to  themfelves, 
Curs'd  with  fuch  fouls  of  bafe  alloy. 
As  can  pofTefs,  but  not  enjoy  ; 
Debarr'd  the  plcafure  to  impart 
By  a V 'rice,  fphinder  of  the  heart. 
Who  wealth,  hard  eam'd  by  guilty  cares. 
Bequeath  untouch'd  to  thanklefs  heirs. 
May  I,  with  look  ungloom'd  by  guile. 
And  wearing  Virtue's  iiv'ry-fmile. 
Prone  the  diftrefled  to  relieve. 
And  little  trefpafies  forgive. 
With  income  not  in  Fortune's  pow'r. 
And  fkill  to  make  a  bufy  hour. 
With  trips  to  town  life  to  amufe. 
To  purchafe  books,  and  hear  the  news. 
To  fee  old  friends,  brulh  off  the  clown. 
And  quicken  tafte  at  coming  down. 
Unhurt  by  f  cknefs'  blading  rage. 
And  flov/ly  mellowing  in  age, 
Vv'hen  Fate  extends  its  gathering  gripe. 
Fall  olf  like  fruit  grown  fully  ripe. 

Quit 
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Quit  a  worn  being  without  pain. 
Perhaps  to  bloflbm  foon  again. 

But  now  more  ferious  fee  me  grow. 
And  what  I  think,  my  Memmius,  know. 

Th'  enthufiaft's  hope,  and  raptures  wild. 
Have  never  yet  my  reafon  foil'd. 
His  fpringy  foul  dilates  like  air. 
When  free  from  weight  of  ambient  care. 
And,  hufh'd  in  meditation  deep. 
Slides  into  dreams,  as  when  afleep  ; 
Then,  fond  of  new  difcoveries  grown. 
Proves  a  Columbus  of  her  own, 
Difdains  the  narrow  bounds  of  place. 
And  through  the  wilds  of  endlcfs  fpace. 
Borne  up  on  metaphyfic  wings. 
Chafes  light  forms  and  (hadowy  things. 
And  in  the  vague  excurfion  caught. 
Brings  home  fome  rare  exotic  thought. 
The  melancholy  man  fuch  dreams. 
As  brighteft  evidence,  efteems ; 
Fain  would  he  fee  fome  diftant  fcene 
Suggcfted  by  his  reftlefs  Spleen, 
And  Fancy's  telefcope  applies 
With  tinftur'd  glafs  to  cheat  his  eyes. 
Such  thoughts,  as  love  the  gloom  of  night, 
I  clofe  examine  by  the  light ; 
For  who,  though  brib'd  by  gain  to  lie, 
Dare  fun-beam-written  truths  deny. 
And  execute  plain  common  fenfe 
Oq  faith's  mere  hearfay  evidence  ? 


That 
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That  fuperftition  mayn't  create, 
And  club  its  ills  with  thofe  of  fate, 
I  many  a  notion  take  to  tall:. 
Made  dreadful  by  its  vifor-malk. 
Thus  fcruple,  fpafm  of  the  mind. 
Is  cur'd,  and  certainty  I  find. 
Since  optic  reafon  Ihews  me  plain, 
I  dreaded  fpeclres  of  the  brain. 
And  legendary  fears  are  gone. 
Though  in  tenacious  childhood  fown. 
Thus  in  opinions  I  commence 
Freeholder  in  the  proper  fenfc. 
And  neither  fuit  nor  fervice  do. 
Nor  homage  to  pretenders  fhew. 
Who  boaft  therafelves  by  fpurious  roll 
Lords  of  the  manor  of  the  foul ; 
Preferring  fenfe,  from  chin  that's  bare, 
'Jo  nonfenfe  thron'd  in  whilker'd  hair. 

To  thee.  Creator  uncreate, 

O  Entiiim  Ens!  divinely  great! 

Hold,  Mufe,  nor  melting  pinions  try. 
Nor  near  the  blazing  glory  fly. 
Nor  ftraining  break  thy  feeble  bow, 
Unfeather'd  arrows  far  to  throw  ; 
Through  fields  unknown  nor  madly  {cray, 
Where  no  ideas  mark  the  way. 
With  tender  eyes,  and  colours  faint. 
And  trembling  hands  forbear  to  paint. 
Who  features  veil'd  by  light  can  hit  ? 
Where  can,  v\hat  has  no  outline,  fit? 

My 
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My  foul,  the  vain  attempt  forego, 

Thyfclf,  the  fitter  fubjeft,  know. 

He  wifely  fhuns  the  bold  extreme. 

Who  foon  lays  by  th'  unequal  theme. 

Nor  runs,  with  wifdom's  Syrens  caught. 

On  quickfands  fwall'wing  fliipwreck'd  thought ; 

But,  confcious  of  his  diilance,  gives 

Mute  praife,  and  humble  negatives. 

In  one,  no  objed  of  our  fight. 

Immutable,    and  infinite. 

Who  can't  be  cruel  or  unjuft. 

Calm  and  refign'd,  I  fix  my  trufl ; 

To  him  my  pad  and  prefent  ftate 

I  owe,  and  mud  my  future  fate. 

A  ftranger  into  life  I'm  come. 

Dying  may  be  our  going  home, 

Tranfported  here  by  angry  Fate, 

The  convifks  of  a  prior  ftate. 

Hence  I  no  anxious  thoughts  beflow 

On  matters,  I  can  never  know ; 

Through  life's  foul  way,  like  vagrant  paf.'d. 

He'll  grant  a  fettlement  at  laft. 

And  with  fweet  eafe  the  wearied  crown. 

By  leave  to  lay  his  being  down. 

If  doom'd  to  dance  th'  eternal  round 

Of  life  no  fooner  loft  but  found. 

And  difiblution  foon  to  come. 

Like  fpunge,  wipes  out  life's  prefent  fum, 

But  can't  our  ftate  of  pou'r  bereave 

An  endiefs  feries  to  receive ; 


Tt; 
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Then,  if  hard  dealt  with  here  by  fate. 
We  ballance  in  another  ilate. 
And  confcioufnefs  muft  go  along. 
And  fign  th'  acquittance  for  the  wrong. 
He  for  his  creatures  muft  decree 
More  happinefs  than  mifery. 
Or  be  fuppofed  to  create. 
Curious  to  try,  what  'tis  to  hate : 
And  do  an  aft,  which  rage  infers, 
'Caufe  lamenefs  halts,  or  blindnefs  errs. 
Thus,  thus  I  fteer  my  bark,  and  fail 
On  even  keel  with  gentle  gale; 
At  helm  I  make  my  reafon  fit. 
My  crew  of  paflions  all  fubmit. 
If  dark  and  bluft'ring  prove  fome  nights, 
Philofophy  puts  forth  her  lights ; 
Experience  holds  the  cautious  glafs. 
To  fhun  the  breakers,  as  I  pafs. 
And  frequent  throws  the  wary  lead. 
To  fee  ^vhat  dangers  may  be  hid  ; 
And  once  in  feven  years  I'm  feen 
At  Bath  or  Tanbridge,  to  careen. 
Though  pleas'd  to  fee  the  dolphins  play, 
I  mind  my  compafs  ar.d  my  way. 
With  {lore  fufficient  for  relief. 
And  wifely  ilill  prepar'd  to  reef. 
Nor  wanting  the  difperiive  bowl 
Of  cloudy  v/eather  in  the  foul, 

I  ir.ike 
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I  make  (may  heav'n  propitious  fend 
Such  wind  and  weather  to  the  end) 
Neither  becalm'd,  nor  over-blown. 
Life's  voyage  to  the  world  unknown. 


•AN      EPIGRAM, 

ON     THE     REVEREND     MR.     LAURENCE       ECHARd's 
AND    BISHOP    GILBERT    BURNET's    HISTORIES. 

/^  I  L's  hiflory  appears  to  rae 

^-^    Political  anatomy, 

A  cafe  of  Ikeletons  well  done. 

And  malefadors  every  one. 

His  (harp  and  ftrong  incifion  pen 

Hiftorically  cuts  up  men. 

And  does  with  lucid  Ikill  impart 

Their  inward  ails  of  head  and  heart. 

Laurence  proceeds  another  way. 

And  well-drcfs'd  figures  doth  difplay ; 

His  charaders  are  all  in  flelh. 

Their  hands  are  fair,  their  faces  frefh  ; 

And  from  his  fwect'ning  art  derive 

A  better  fcent  than  when  alive. 

He-vvax-Vv-ork  made  to  pleafe  the-fons, 

Whofe  fathers  were  Gil's  fkektons. 


THE 


[     ^33     ] 


The    sparrow    and    DIAMOND. 


SONG. 


T  Lately  faw,  what  nov/  I  ling, 
-*-       Fair  Lucia's  hand  difplay'd  ; 
This  finger  grac'd  a  diamond  ring. 
On  that  a  fparrow  play'd, 

H. 

The  fcather'd  play-thing  (he  carefs'd. 

She  ilroak'd  its  head  and  wings ; 
And  while  it  neftled  on  her  breall:, 

bhe  lifp'd  the  dearefi  things. 

III. 

With  chizzled  bill  a  fpark  ill-fet 

He  loofen'd  from  the  refl. 
And  fuallcw'd  down  to  grind  his  meat. 

The  eaiier  to  digeft, 

IV.  " 
She  feiz'd  his  bill  with  wild  afFright, 

Her  diamond  to  defcry  :  • 

'Twas  gone  !  fhe  ficken'd  at  the  fight. 

Moaning  her  bird  would  die.    . 
Vol,  LXIX,  R  V.  Tk 
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V. 

The  tongue-ty'd  knocker  none  might  ufe. 

The  curtains  none  undraw. 
The  footmen  went  without  their  fhoes. 

The  ftreet  was  laid  with  ftraw. 
VI. 
The  dodor  us'd  his  oily  art 

Of  ftrong  emetic  kind, 
Th'  apothecary  play'd  his  part. 

And  engineer'd  behind. 

VII. 
When  phyfic  ceas'd  to  fpend  its  (lore. 

To  bring  away  the  ftone, 
Dicky,  like  people  given  o'er. 

Picks  up,  when  let  alone. 

VIII. 

His  eyes  dif^iell'd  their  fickly  dews. 

He  peck'd  behind  his  wing  ; 
Lucia  recovering  at  the  news, 

Relapfes  for  the  ring. 

IX. 
Mean  while  within  her  beauteous  bread 

Two  different  pafTions  ftrove  ; 
When  av'rice  ended  the  conteft. 

And  triumph'd  over  love. 
X. 
Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  things 

Thy  pains  the  fex  difplay. 
Who  only  to  repair  a  ring, 
.   Could  take  thy  life  a\\'ay. 

XI.  Drive 


J  O  V  E    A  XD    S  E  M  EL  E.  235 

XI. 
Drive  av'rice  from  your  br.^ifls,  ye  fair, 

Monfter  of  fouleft  mien  : 
Ye  would  not  let  it  harbour  there. 

Could  but  its  form  be  feen. 
Xil. 
It  made  a  virgin  put  on  guile. 

Truth's  image  break  her  v/ordj 
A  Lucia's  face  forbear  to  fmile, 

A  Venus  kill  her  bird. 


JOVE     AND     S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Occq/iif:ed  by  a  Lady's  faying.  That  Jione  of  tl:§  aHdei:t 
poetical  Ji oris s  rcjieded  Jo  much  o?i  the  n:a7uty  of  ^c-jomerti 
as  that  of  Phaeton  docs  o?i  the  amb:tio?i  of  men. 


I 


OVE  for  amufement  quitted  oft  his  fKies, 
To  vilit  earth,  contraded  to  our  fize  ; 
And  lov'd  (however  things  in  heav'n  might  go) 
Exceedingly  a  game  of  romps  below. 
Mifs  Seniele  he  pick'd  up,  as  he  went^ 
And  thought  he  pleas'd  her  to  her  heart's  content. 
Bat  minds  afpiring  ne'er  can  be  at  eafe ; 
Once  known  a  god,  as  man  he  ceas'd  to  pleafe. 
In  tendereft  time,  which  women  know,  'tis  faid. 
Thus  ihe  befpake  the  loving  god  in  bed. 

Thou,  who  gav'ft  Dxdalus  his  mazy  art. 
And  knoweft  all  things  but  a  woman's  heart, 

R  2  H( 
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Hear  my  requefl:  for  fomething  yet  untry'd. 
And  fvvear  by  Styx,  I  fhall  not  be  deny'd. 

Fond  Jove,  like  men,  the  better  to  fuccced. 
Took  any  oath  ;  then  bade  the  girl  proceed. 
In  human  guife,  great  Jove,  leave  off  to  rove. 
Deceiving  woman-kind,  and  pilf'ring  love  : 
What  are  thofe  joys,  which  as  a  m^n  you  give. 
To  what  a  god  of  thunder  can  atchieve  ? 
Such  weight  of  love,  and  might  of  limbs  employ. 
As  give  immortal  madams  hcav'nly  joy. 

Jove  came  array'd,  as  bound  by  cruel  fate. 
And  Semele  enjoy 'd  the  god  in  ftate : 
When  firming  fplendors  round  his  beamy  head 
Divinely  fl:one,  and  ftruck  the  mortal  dead. 

Faint  from  the  courfe  though 'we  awhile  retreat. 
To  cool  and  breathe  before  another  heat ; 
The  gods  can't  know,  freih  with  eternal  prime. 
Love's  ftinted  paufe,  nor  want  recruits  from  time  ; 
But  muft  with  unabating  ardours  kifs. 
And  bear  down  nature  with  excefs  of  blifs. 

Learn  hence,  each  fair  one,  whom  like  beauties  grace, 
Poflefs'd  of  lawiefs  eirpire  by  your  face. 
Not  to  do  what  you  liil,  becaufe  you  may. 
Let  cool  difcretion  warm  deiires  allay  ; 
And  itching  curiofity  believe, 
A  lurking  taint  deriv'd  from  mother  Eve. 
Spare  then  the  men,  ye  fair,  and  frankly  own. 
Your  fex,  like  ours,  has  had  its  Phaeton. 


T  H  E, 
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THE      SEEKER. 

T  XT  H  E  N  I  firll  came  to  London,  I  rambled  abouc^' 

*   ^     From  fermon  to  fermon,  took  a  fiice  and  went 
out. 
Then  on  me,  in  divinity  batchelor,  trv'd 
Many  prieits  to  obtrude  a  Levitical  bride;. 
And  urging  their  various  opinions,  intended 
To  make  rce  wed  fyftems,  which  they  recommended. 

Said  a  letch'rous  old  fry'r  fkuiking  near  Lincoln's-inn, 
(Whofe  trade's  to  abfolve,  but  whofe  paftime's  to  fm ; 
Who,  fplder-like,  feizes  weak  proteftant  fiieS',- 
Which  hung  in  his  fophiftry  cobweb  he  fpics ;) 
Ah  !  piry  your  foul;  for  without  cur  church  pale. 
If  you  happen  to  die^.  to  be  damn'd  you  can't  fail ; 
The  Bible,  you  boail,  is  a  wUd  revelation  : 
Hear  a  church  that  can't  err  if  you  hope  for  fah'ation. 

Said  a  formal  non-con,  (whoffe  rich  flock  of  grace 
Lies  forward  expos'd  in  ihcp-window  of  face,) 
Ah  !  pity  your  foul  r  come,  be  of  our  fed  : 
For  then  you  are  fafe,  and  may  plead  you're  elc<fl. 
As  it  ilands  in  the  A6ts,  we  can  prove  ourfelves  faintSj 
Being  Chrift's  little  flock  every  where  fpoke  againlL 

Said  a  jolLv  church  parfcn,  (devoted  to  eafe. 
While  penal  law  dragons  guard  his  golden  fleece,) 
If  you- pity  your  foul,,  I  pray  liflen  to  neither  ; 
The  firil  is  iu  error,  the  laft  a  deceiver  i 

R  3  That 
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That  our's  is  the  true  church,  the  fenfe  of  our  tribe  rs. 
And  farely  in  medio  tutij/i/nus  ibis. 

Said  a  yea  and  nay  friend  with  a  ftiff  hat  and  band, 
(Who  while  he  talk'd  gravely  would  hold  forth  his  hand,) 
Dominion  and  wealth  are  the  aim  of  all  three. 
Though  about  ways  and  means  they  may  all  difagrec  ; 
Then  prithee  be  wife,  go  the  quakers  bye-way, 
*Tis  plain,  without  turnpikes,  io  nothing  to  pay. 
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THESE  Iheets  primaeval  doftrines  yield. 
Where  revelation  is  reveal'd  ; 
Soul-phlegm  from  literal  feeding  bred, 
Syftems  lethargic  to  the  head 
They  purge,  and  yield  a  diet  thin. 
That  turns  to  gofpel-chyle  within. 
Truth  fublin^.ate  m:iy  here  be  feen 
Extraded  from  the  parts  terrene. 

♦  Th"s  celebrated  book  was  written  by  its  author,  both  in  La- 
fin  and  Englifli,  and  was  afterwards  tranflated  into  High  Dutch, 
Low  Dutch,  French,  and  SpaniHi,  and  probably  into  other  lan- 
guages, it  has  always  been  efteemed  a  very  ingenious  defence  of 
the  principles  of  Quakerifm,  even  by  thofe  who  deny  the  doc- 
trines which  it  endeavours  to  eftabliih.  The  author  was  born 
at  Edinburgh  In  1648,  and  received  part  of  his  education  at 
the  Scots  College  in  Paris,  whc:e  his  uncle  was  principal.  His 
father  became  one  of  the  eariiell  converts  to  the  new  fe£l,  and 
from  his  example,  the  fon  feern3  to  have  been  induced  to  tvcad 
in  his  fteps.  He  died  on  the  3d  of  Od-ober,  1690,  in  the  42i 
-year  of  his  age. 
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:\  thefd  is  fliewn,  how  men  obtain 

•  hat  of  Prometheus  poets  feign  : 

o  fcripture  plainnefs  drefs  is  brought, 
.  ind  fpsech,  apparel  to  the  thought. 
They  hifs  from  inftindt  at  red  coats. 
And  war,  whofe  work  is  cutting  throats. 
Forbid,  and  prefs  the  law  oi  love  : 
Breathing  the  fpirit  of  the  dove. 
Lucrative  doctrines  they  deteft. 
As  manufadlur'd  by  the  prieft  ; 
And  throw  down  turnpikes,  v.here  we  pay 
For  iluiF,  which  never  men-ds  the  way  ; 
And  tythes,  a  Jewifh  tax,  reduce. 
And  frank  the  gofpel  for  our  ufe. 
They  fable  Handing  armies  break  ; 
But  the  militia  ufeful  make  : 
Since  all  unhir'd  may  preach  and  pray. 
Taught  by  thefe  rales  as  well  as  they  ; 
Rules,  which,  when  truths  themfehes  reveal. 
Bid  us  to  follow  what  we  feel. 
The  world  can't  hear  the  fmall  ftill  voice. 
Such  is  its  bufrle  and  its  noife ; 
Reafon  the  proclamation  reads. 
But  not  one  riot  paflion  heeds. 
Wealth,  honour,  power  the  graces  are. 
Which  here  below  our  homage  ihare  ; 
They,  if  one  votary  they  find 
^o  miftrefs  more  divine  inclin'd, 

-  truth's  purfuit  to  caufe  delay 
A  1.X0-.V  golden  apples  in  his  way. 

R  4  Place 
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Place  me,  O  Heav'n,  in  fome  retreat ; 
There  let  the  ferious  death-watch  beat. 
There  let  me  felf  in  filence  Ihun, 
To  feel  thy  will,  which  fhould  be  done. 

Then  comes  the  Spirit  to  our  hut. 
When  fail  the-fejifes'  doors  are  {hut; 
For  fo  divine  and  pure  a  gueft 
The  emptieft  rooms  are  furnifh'd  beft.. 

O  Contemplation !  air  ferene  ! 
From  damps  of  fenfe,  and  fogs  of  fpleen ! 
Pure  mount  of  thought !  thrice  holy  ground,. 
Where  grace,  wiicn  waited  for,  is  found. 

Here  'tis  the  foul  feels  fudden  youth. 
And  meets  exulting,  virgin  Truth  ; 
Here,  like  a  breeze  of  gentleft  kind, 
Impulfes  ruftle  through  the  mind  ; 
Here  (hines  that,  light  with  glowing  face,. 
The  fufe  divine,  that  kindles  grace; 
Which,  if  we  trim  our  lamps,  will  lail, 
'Till  darknefs  be  by  dying  paft. 
And  then  goes  out  at  end  of  night, 
Extinguilh'd  by  fuperior  light. 

Ah  me !  the  heats  and  colds  of  life, 
Pleafure's  and  pain's  eternal  iT^rife, 
Breed  ilormy  paTiOn<^,  which  confin'd. 
Shake,  like  th'  ^E  )lkin  cave,  the  mind. 
And  raife  defpair  j  my  lamp  can  laft, 
Plac'd  where  they  drive  the  furious  blaft. 

Falfe  eloquence  !  big  empty  found  I 
Like  (howcrs  tliat  rwih  upon  the  ground ! 


Little 
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Little  beneath  the  furface  goes. 
All  ftreams  along,  and  muddy  flou's. 
This  links,  and  fvvells  the  buried  grain. 
And  fructifies  like  fouthern  rain. 

His  art,  well  hid  in  mild  difcourfe. 
Exerts  perfuafion's  winning  force,. 
And  nervates  fo  the  good  defign. 
That  king  Agrippa's  cafe  is  mine, 

Well-natur'd,  happy  fiiade,  forgive ! 

Like  you  I  think,  but  cannot  live. 

Thy  fcheme  requires  the  world's  contempt. 

That  from  dependence  life  exempt ; 

And  conflirution  fram'd  fo  llrong, 

This  world's  woril  climate  cannot  wrono;, 

o 

Not  fuch  my  lot,,  not  Fortune's  brat, 
I  live  by  pulling  off  the  hat ; 
Compell'd  by  ftation  every  hour 
To  bow  to  images  of  power ; 
And  in  life's  bufy  fcenes  imraers'd. 
See  better  things,,  and  do  the  woril. 

Eloquent  Want,  whofe  reafons  fway, 
A.nd  make  ten  thoufand  truths  give  way, 
"While  I  your  fcheme  with  pleafure  tracCj^ 
Draws  near,  and  ftares  me  in  the  face. 
Coniider  well  your  flate,  me  cries. 
Like  others  kneel,  that  you  may  rife  ; 
Hold  do<5lrine3,  by  no  fcruples  vex'd. 
To  which  preferment  is  annex'vd  ; 
Nor  madly  prove,  where  all  depends^ 
Idolatry  upon-  your  friends> 
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See,  how  you  like  my  rueful  face. 

Such  you  muii  wear,  if  out  of  place. 

Crack \i  is  your  brain  to  turn  reclufe 

Without  one  farthing  out  at  ufe. 

They,  who  hav'e  lands,  and  fafe  bank-ftock, 

With  faith  fo  founded  on  a  rock. 

May  give  a  rich  invention  eafe. 

And  conftrue  fcripture  how  they  pleafe. 

The  honour'd  prophet,  that  of  old 
Us'd  Heav'n's  high  counfels  to  unfold. 
Did,  more  than  courier  angels,  greet 
The  crows,  that  brought  him  bread  and  meat. 


THE 
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n-RITTEN    BY   MR.    GREEN,    UNDER    THE     NAME    OF 
PETER   DRAKE,    A    FISHERMAN   OF    ERENTFORD. 

PRINTED    IN    THE    V  E  A  R    1 7  j  i  >    BUI'    NOT   PUBLISHED. 

Scilicet  hie  pojjis  curvQ  digmjcere  reFzuTn, 

Jtque  inter  Jil-cas  Academi  queerer e  -jerum.       HoR. 

Our  wits  ApoUo'b  inriuence  beg. 
The  Grotto  maizes  thera  all  with  tgg : 
Finding  this  chalkftone  in  my  neft, 
I  ftrain,  and  lay  among  the  reil. 

\   DIEU  awhile,  forfaken  flood, 
-^^   To  ramble  in  the  Delian  wood. 
And  pray  the  God  my  well-meant  fong  :  :  " ' 

May  not  my  fubjeft's  merit  wrong. 

Say,  father  Thames,  whofe  gentle  pace 
Gives  leave  to  view  v/hat  beauties  grace 
Your  flow'ry  banks,  if  you  have  feen  '■''<— 

The  much-fung  Grotto  of  the  Queen. 
Contemplative,  forget  awhile 
Oxonian  tov/ers,  and  Windfor's  pile, 

^"^  A  building  in  Richmond  Gardens,  ere6l:;d  by  Qiieen  Caro- 
line, and  committed  to  the  cuilody  of  Stephen  Duck.  At  the 
time  this  poem  wai  written  many  other  verfes  appeared  on  the 
ianp.e  fubjeft.  j 

And 


V 
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And  Wolfey's  *  pride  (his  greateft  guik) 
And  what  great  William  fince  has  built ; 
And  flowing  fall  by  Richmond  fcenes, 
+  (Honour'd  retreat  of  two  great  queens) 
from  '^  Sion-houfe,  whofe  proud  furvey 
Brow-beats  your  Hood,  look  crofs  the  way. 
And  view,  from  higheft  fwcll  of  tide, 
'J 'he  milder  fcenes  of  Surry  fide. 

Though  yet  no  palace  grace  the  Ihore, 
To  lodge  that  pair  you  fhould  adore  y 
Nor  abbies,  great  in  ruin,  rife, 
Ro}-al  equivalents  for  vice  ; 
Behold  a  Gix>tt,  in  Delphic  grove. 
The  Graces'  and  the  Mufe^'  love. 
(O,  might  our  Laureat  ftiidy  here. 
How  would  he  hail  his  new-born  year!) 
A  temple  from  vain  glories  free, 
Whofe  goddefs  is  Philofophy, 
Whofe  fides  fuch  licens'd  idols  crown 
As  fuperftition  would  pull  down  ; 
The  only  pilgrimage  I  knew. 
That  men  of  fenfe  would  choofc  to  go  : 
Which  fweet  abode,  her  wifell  choic", 
Urania  cheers  with  heavenly  voice, 

♦■  Hampton  Courf,  begun    by   C3idi,nal  V/olfey,  and   improved 
by  klni;  \vliliam  ill. 

■f  Q^een  Anne,  confort  of  king  Richard  II.  anJ  Qi»e"n  Eliza- 
beth, both  died  at  Richmond. 

t  Sion  Hcuie  is  new  a  feat  belonging  to  the  duke  of  North- 
amberiaiid. 

While- 
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While  all  the  Virtues  gather  round. 
To  fee  her  confecrate  the  ground. 
If  thou,  the  God  with  winged  feet. 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat, 
And  jcalou-s  gods  refentment  fnow 
At  altars  rais'd  to  men  below.; 
Tell  thofe  proud  lords  of  heaven,  'tis  fit 
Their  houfe  our  heroes  (hould  admit ; 
While  each  exiils,  as  poets  fmg, 
A  lazy  lewd  immortal  thing. 
They  muft  (or  grow  in  difrepute.) 
With  earth's  firft  commoners  recruit. 

Needlefs  it  is  in  terms  unfkili'd 
To  praife  whatever  Boyle  *  r.:all  build ; 
Needlefs  it  is  the  bulls  to  name  -i 

Of  men,  monopolifts  of  fame ; 
Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modeft  Hone  t. 
For  virtue  as  for  learning  kno'vn  ; 
The  thinking  fculpture  helps  to  raife 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place  : 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  light. 
Their  filence  fpeaks,  and  fhade  gives  light  ; 
While  infecls  from  the  threibold  preach. 
And  minds  difpos'd  to  muiing  teach ; 

*  Pvichard  Boyle,  earl  of  Burlington,  a  nobleman  remarkable 
for  his  fine  tafte  in  architedure.  *'  Never  was  protedion  and 
*'  great  wealth  more  generoudy  and  judiciou/ly  diffufed  than  by 
*«  this  great  perfon,  who  ha.i  every  quality  of  a  genius  and  artii^, 
**  except  envy."     He  died  December  4,    1753. 

■f-  The  author  ihouid  have  faid  five  5  there  bein^  the  bufts  of 
Newton,  Locke,  V/ollallon,  Clarke,  and  Boyle, 

Proud 
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Proud  of  ilrong  limbs  and  painted  hues, 

They  perifh  by  the  flighteft  bruife  ; 

Or  maladies,  begun  within, 

Beftroy  more  flow  life's  frail  machine ; 

From  maggot-youth  through  change  of  i^atc, 

They  feel  like  us  the  turns  of  Fate  ; 

Some  born  to  creep  have  liv'd  to  fly. 

And  change  earth-cells  for  dwellings  high  j 

And  fome  that  did  their  flx  wings  keep. 

Before  they  dy'd  been  forc'd  to  creep. 

They  politics  like  ours  profefs. 

The  greater  prey  upon  the  lefs : 

Some  flrain  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring ; 

Some  toil  inceflant  en  the  wine ; 

And  in  their  different  ways  explore 

Wife  fenfe  of  wap.t  by  future  florc ; 

Nor  from  their  vigorous  fchcmcs  deflft 

'Till  death,  and  then  are  never  mifs'd. 

Some  frolic,  toil,  m.arry,  incrcafe. 

Are  flck  and  well,  have  war  and  pejcc, 

And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 

Yield  to  fucceflTors,  and  awa}-. 

Let  not  profane  this  facred  placf, 
H)pocrifv  with  Janus'  face  ; 
Or  Pomp,  mixt  itate  of  pride  and  care  } 
Court  kindnefs,  Falfliood's  polifli'd  ware; 
Scandal  difguis'd  in  Friendfliip's  veil. 
That  tells,  unafk'd,  th'  injurious  tale; 
Or  art  politic,  which  allows 
The  jefu it-remedy  for  vows ; 

3  Oi 
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Or  pr left,  perfuming  crowned  head, 
'Till  in  a  fvvoon  Truth  lies  for  dead  ; 
Or  tawdry  critic,  who  perceives 
No  grace,  which  plain  proportion  gives. 
And  more  than  lineaments  divine 
Admires  the  gilding  of  the  Ihrine ; 
Or  that  felf-haunting  fpetfire  Spleen, 
In  thickeft  fog  the  cleareft  feen  ; 
Or  Prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lye. 
That  fools  believe  and  knaves  apply  ; 
Or  frolic  Mirth,  profanely  loud. 
And  happy  only  in  a  crowd  ; 
( 'T  Melancholy's  penfive  gloom. 
Proxy  in  Contemplation's  room. 

O  Delia  !  when  I  touch  this  ftring. 
To  thee  my  Mufe  directs  her  wing. 
Unfpotted  fair  !  with  downcail  look 
Mind  not  fo  much  the  murm'ring  brook  ; 
Nor  fiXt  in  thought,  with  footfteps  flew 
Through  cyprefs  alleys  cherifh  woe  : 
I  fee  the  foul  in  penfive  fit, 
And  moping  like  fick  linnet  fit. 
With  dev/y  eye,  and  moulting  wing, 
Unperch'd,  averfe  to  fly  or  fmg  ; 
I  fee  the  favourite  curls  begin 
(Difus'd  to  toilet  difcipline) 
To  quit  their  poft,  lofe  their  fmart  air. 
And  grow  again  like  common  hair  ; 
And  tears,  which  frequent  kerchiefs  dr)-, 
Raife  a  red  circle  round  the  eye ; 
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And  by  this  bur  about  the  moon, 
Conjedure  more  ill  weather  foon. 
Love  not  fo  much  the  doleful  knell  : 
And  news  thei)oding  night-birds  tell ; 
Nor  watch  the  wainfcot's  hollow  blow ; 
And  hens  portentous  when  they  crow ; 
Nor  fleeplefs  mind  .the  death-watch  beat ; 
In  taper  find  no  winding-iheet : 
Nor  in  burnt  coal  a  coffin  (cc. 
Though  thrown  at  others,  meant  for  thee.: 
Or  when  the  corrufcation  gleams. 
Find  out  not  firft  the  bloody  itrcams  ; 
Nor  in  impreft  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap'ftry  figures  wrought  in  lleep ; 
Nor  rife  to  fee  in  antique  hall 
The  moon-light  monfters  on  the  wall. 
And  fliadowy  fpedres  darkly  pafs 
Trailing  their  fables  o'er  the  grafs. 
Let  vice  and  guilt  aft  hew  they  pleafe 
In  fouls,  their  conquer'd  provinces  ; 
By  heaven's  juft  charter  it  appears. 
Virtue's  exempt  from  quartering  fears. 
Shall  then  arm'd  fancies  fiercely  dreil. 
Live  at  difcretion  in  ypur  bread? 
Be  u  ife,  and  panic  fright  difdain. 
As  notions,  meteors  of  the  brain  ; 
And  fights  performed,  illufive  fcene  ! 
By  magic  lanthorn  of  the  fpleen. 
Come  here,  from  baleful  cares  releas'd. 
With  \' irtue's  ticket,  to  a  feall. 
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WTiere  decent  mirth  and  wifdom  join'd 
In  fteu'ardfhip,   regale  xhe  mind. 
Call  back  the  Cupids  to  your  eyes, 
I  fee  the  godlings  with  furprife. 
Not  knowing  home  in  fuch  a  plight. 
Fly  to  and  fro,  afraid  to  light. — 

Far  from  my  theme,  from  method  far, 
Convey'd  in  Venus'  flying  car, 
I  go  compeird  by  feather'd  fteeds, 
That  fcorn  the  rein  when  Delia  leads. 

No  daub  of  elegiac  ilrain 
Thefe  holy  wars  fhall  ever  llaln  ; 
As  fpiders  Irifh  wainfcot  flee, 
Falfhood  with  them  fhall  difagree : 
This  floor  let  not  the  vulgar  tread. 
Who  worfliip  only  what  they  dread  : 
Nor  bigots  who  but  one  way  fee 
Through  blinkers  of  authority  ; 
Nor  they  who  its  four  faints  defame 
By  making  virtue  but  a  name  ; 
Nor  abftrad:  wit,  (painful  regale 
To  hunt  the  pig  with  flippery  tail !) 
Artifts,  who  richly  chafe  their  thought. 
Gaudy  without,  but  hollow  v/rought ; 
And  beat  too  thin,  and  tool'd  too  much 
To  bear  the  proof  and  flandard  touch  : 
Nor  fops  to  guard  this  fylvan  ark 
With  necklace  bells  in  treble  bark  : 
Nor  Cynics  growl  and  fiercely  paw. 
The  mafliffs  of  the  moral  law. 
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Come,   Nymph,  with  rural  honours  drcft. 
Virtue's  exterior  form  confeft. 
With  charms  untarniih'd,  innocence 
Difplay,  and  Eden  fhall  commence  ; 
When  thus  you  come  in  fober  fit. 
And  wifdom  is  prefcrr'd  to  wit ; 
And  looks  diviner  graces  tell, 
Which  don't  with  giggling  mufclcs  dwell ; 
And  beauty  like  the  ray-clipt  fun. 
With  bolder  eye  we  look  upon  ; 
Learning  fhall  with  obfequious  mien 
Tell  all  the  wonders  (he  has  feen  ; 
Reafon  her  logic  armour  quit. 
And  proof  to  mild  perfuafion  fit ; 
Religion  with  free  thought  difpenfe. 
And  ceafe  crufading  againft  fenfe; 
rhilofophy  and  Ihe  embrace. 
And  their  firft  league  again  take  place  ; 
And  morals  pure,  in  duty  bound, 
Xymph-like  the  fillers  chief  furround  ; 
Nature  fliall  fmile,  and  round  this  cell 
The  turf  to  your  light  preiTure  fwell. 
And  knowing  beauty  by  her  fhoe, 
W'ell  air  its  carpet  from  the  dew. 
The  Oak,  while  you  his  umbrage  deck, 
J  ,ets  fall  his  acorns  in  your  neck ; 
Zephyr  his  civil  kilTcs  gives. 
And  plays  with  curls  inftead  of  leaves ; 
Birds,  feeing  you,  believe  it  fpring. 
And  during  their  vacatix)n  fing  ; 
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And  flow'rs  lean  forward  from  their  feats 
To  traffic  in  exchange  of  fweets ; 
And  angels  bearing  wreaths  defcend. 
Preferred  as  vergers  to  attend 
This  fane,  whofe  deity  intreats 
The  Fair  to  grace  its  upper  feats. 

O  kindly  view  our  letter'd  ftrife. 
And  guard  us  through  polemic  life ; 
F-rcm  poifon  vehicled  in  praife. 
For  fatire's  fhots  but  (lightly  graze ; 
We  claim  your  zeal,  and  find  within, 
Fhilofophy  and  you  are  kin. 

What  Virtue  is  we  judge  by  you  ; 
For  actions  right  are  beauteous  too  ; 
By  tracing  the  foie  female  mind, 
V\'e  bell  what  is  true  Nature  hnd  : 
Your  vapours  bred  from  fumes  declare. 
How  ileams  create  tempeftuous  air. 


iili  suHiino;  tears  and  haftv  rain 


Make  heaven  and  you  ferene  again  : 
Our  travels  through  the  ftarry  feics 
Vv'ere  firft  fuggeiled  by  your  eyes; 
We,  by  the  interpofmg  fan. 
Learn  how  eclipfes  firft  began  : 
The  vafi  ellipfe  from  Scarbro's  home, 
Defcribes  how  blazing  comets  roam ; 
The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Their  origin  from  Fhcebus  fpeak  ; 
Our  watch  how  Luna  u:ra}s  above 
Feeli  like  the  care  of  jealous  love ; 
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And  all  things  we  in  fcience  know 
From  your  known  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Father  !  forgive,  thus  far  I  ftray. 
Drawn  by  attraction  from  my  way. 
Mark  next  with  awe,  the  foundrefs  well 
Who  on  thefe  banks  delights  to  dwell ; 
You  on  the  terrace  fee  her  plain. 
Move  like  Diana  with  her  train. 
If  you  then  fairly  fpeak  your  mind. 
In  wedlock  fince  with  Ifis  join'd. 
You'll  own,  you  never  yet  did  fee. 
At  leaft  in  fuch  a  high  degree, 
Grcatnefs  delighted  to  undrefs ; 
Science  a  fcepter'd  hand  carefs  ; 
A  Queen  the  friends  of  freedom  prize ; 
A  woman  wife  men  canonijc. 
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